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PREFACE 


)ONDERING  the  brief  records  of  some  of  our 
forbeare,  flotsam  and  jetsam  of  past  centuries 
I  have  often  thought  how  interested  we  should 
m  their  own  definite  story  of  their  lives.    Had 
ieh  autobiographies  been  written,   we  might  have 
bssessed    to-day  a  picture   of  social   and   political 
agland   as   seen  and   set  down   through   the  long 
fears   by   men    who   were   actually  a   part   of  the 
«)vemment    machinery    of    the    time.      To    have 
nidied  their  opinions  in  the  light  of  our  own  would 
Ive  been  more  than  a  recreation,  it  would  have 
en  an  education. 
"««  of  us  who  ,«,  already  ;„  „„  ^ 

•  England  s  pnvdeged  cW,,  „««  have  many 
tfcding  memorie,,  and  a  certain  inclination  to  sh.« 
mm  so  far  a,  .  memory  may  be  shared,  with 
27rr  r^  "collection,  of  pohtics.  sport, 
•al  Me  and  travel,  though  varied,  may  be  of 
•Be  genera  mterest.  but  I  think  they  owe  a  certam 
^.Bc«,ce  to  the  changing  conditions  of  the  present 
«*.  I  cannot  see  fa,  ahe«J.  but  I  cin  see  a  lo^ 
^  behmd,  and  the  conchsion  fo„ed  upon  ml 
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is  that  my  sons  and  grandsons  will  have  nothing 
like  the  good  time  I  have  enjoyed.  The  long-estab- 
lished order  of  things  has  been  growing  old  with 
me,  and  the  Great  War  has  dug  its  grave.  The 
position  of  the  Conservative  landlord,  often  difficult 
and  always  fluctuating,  is  becoming  harder  than 
ever;  the  flood  tide  of  taxes,  local  and  imperial, 
threatens  to  submerge  him;  he  will,  I  fear,  be 
succeeded  by  men  to  whom  the  land  can  convey  no 
tradition. 

Looking  back,  I  see  that  I  have  been  able  through- 
out my  life  to  choose  my  duties  as  I  chose  my  plea- 
sures, and  that  I  have  always  taken  those  I  liked 
best.     I   don't  think   my   tenants  will   say   that   I 
have  been  a  bad,  inconsiderate,  or  even  indifferent 
landlord.     The  electors  who  sent  me  to  the  House 
of  Commons,  first  for  East  Somerset  and  then  for 
Colchester,  will  not  charge  me  with  having  neglected 
their   interests.    In   both    my  own   and   my   wife's 
native  county  I  have  carried  out  official  duties  as 
long  and  as  faithfully  as  I  can,  and  for  the  rest  I 
have  lived  in  such  fashion  as  seemed  most  agreeable 
to   me,   summoned   to  the  farthest  comers  of  the 
earth  by  the  lure  of  sport,  the  promise  of  adventure, 
the   prospect   of  finding  the   El   Dorado   that   lies 
across  the  seas,  and  convinced  that  a  good  day's 
fishing  or  shooting  is  second  in  point  of  pleasure 
to  nothing  on  earth.    So  it  has  been  with  many  of 
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my  own  generation,  and  so  it  may  not  continue. 
An  era  closes  with  me ;    of  this  I  am  weU  assured. 
I  thank  the  gods  who  ordained  that  my  hnes  should 
be  cast  in  such  pleasant  places  and,  for  the  most  part, 
throughout  such  tranquil  times.     I  am  happier  to 
have  been  born  when  I  was  than  I  would  be  to  be 
born  to-day.     Ill-health  for  a  good  liiany  years  has 
been   my   lot,   and    I   owe  my   ability  to  complete 
this  book  to  the  ministrations  of  my  skilled  and 
resourceful    nurse,   but   when   I   balance   good    luck 
with  bad  I  think  I  have  little  reason  to  complain. 
Memoirs    demand    discretion,    and    I    have    en- 
deavoured while  mentioning  dear  friends  and  close 
associates  to  avoid  saying  anything  to  which  the 
most  sensitive  could  take  exception ;  in  other  words, 
I  have  been  intent  upon  minding  my  own  business. 
I  never  made  a  note  or  kept  a  diary,  so  I  must  ask 
to  be  foigiven  if  at  times  my  story  is  not  governed 
by  sequence.    Only  when  ill-health  denied  me  active 
exercise  did  I  contemplate  the  making  of  this  book, 
urged  to  it  by  a  friend,  a  man  of  letters  who  does  not 
wish  me  to  couple  his  name  with  the  thanks  I  express 
here  and  now  for  valuable  assistance.    My  memoiy 
for  events  is  good,  it  does  not  stretch  as  far  as  dates, 
and  this  failing  has  hampered  me  from  time  to  time 
in  endeavouring  to  present  a   strictly  consecutive 
narrative.    Curious  that  while  I  was  regretting  the 
absence  of  the  memoirs  of  those  who  preceded  me 
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I  should  have  given  no  thought  to  the  prepanttion 
of  my  own. 

If  I  have  persevered  it  is  partly  because  I  would 
like  to  inaugurate  in  my  family  the  fashion  of  memoir- 
making.  I  will  confess,  too,  that  some  of  the  in- 
cidents of  travel  and  sport  are  so  real,  even  after 
the  lapse  of  years,  and  the  passing  of  the  old  activity, 
that  I  do  not  wish  them  to  die  with  me.  I  seek 
to  give  them  a  fresh  lease  of  life  in  the  memory  of 
those  who  have  cared  for  me  and  will  remain  behind, 
and  I  dedicate  them  to  my  wife  and  to  my  children. 


August,  1917. 
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CHAPTER   I 

I  EARLY   DAYS 

mv  babv  hmfZ^-  ^  ^    "^"^y  honoured,  but 

ItToA    I  •  "^^  '"  *''*""'  ^«"iS'  >^hom  her  Maiestv 

t  led  to  kiss,  resented  the  attention  bitterly  screamf/ 

struggled,  and  finally,  I  regret  to  sav  Ti  .  k  t u ,  ' 
I  can't  reeolleet^heTddent  myself  \f.^^''- 

often  heard  my  mother  teT  he  IT  L^^^^  ^^^^ 
[over  the  Castle  with  the  Queen.  mrmothTbrol^Sf 

very    kindly:    "Please    sit    do™  "    '  :£!    M 
through  the.up„„  sat  down  r'one  ^L^^Z 
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and  incomplete  chairs  that  had  not  been  seated, 
and  her  partial  disappearance  was  very  swift  and 
dramatic.  Queen  Victoria's  strict  sense  of  decorum 
was  not  quite  proof  against  the  incident. 

Only  one  other  contretemps  threatened  the 
harmony  of  the  proceedings.  The  housekeeper  at 
Warwick  was  a  very  stately  old  dame,  and  she 
was  showing  Queen  Victoria  some  of  the  Castle 
collection.  Among  the  things  of  historic  interest 
are  the  target,  the  pistols  and  the  claymore  of  the 
unfortunate  man  to  whom  the  housekeeper  referred 
as  "  Prince  Charlie."  "  Ah,"  said  Queen  Victoria 
a  little  dryly,  "  you  mean  of  course  the  Pretender  ?  " 
The  old  lady  bridled  up  at  once.  "  We  don't  call 
him  that  in  our  family,  your  Majesty,"  she  replied. 
My  mother's  ancestor,  Lord  Elcho,  had  fought  at 
Culloden  for  Prince  Charlie. 

I  cannot   remember   much  of  the   early  years, 
but  I  know  I  was  a  very  delicate  lad,  and  the  pros- 
pects  of  rearing   me   were   considered   small.    Not 
until  I  was  twelve  years  old  was  I  strong  enough 
to  go  to  a  preparatory  school  for  Eton.    The  place 
selected  was  at  Chalfont  St.  Giles,  and  I  was  sent 
away   in   charge   of  the   butler.    I   remember   him 
quite  well,  a  stout,  red-faced  man  who  had  been 
one  of  the  barbers  in  the  town  of  Warwick  for  some 
years.    My   father   used    to    employ  him,  and    lie, 
being   skilled    in    his   trade,    improved    all   possible 
occasions  so  well  that  when  the  butler's  place  was 
open   my   father   offered    it   to   him.     We   went   to 
Slough  by  train,  for  that  was  as  far  as  the  railway 
service  was  available.     At   Slough  the  butler  took 
me  into  a  refreshment-room  where  he  bought  beer 
and  cigars.    He  gave  me  a  glass  of  beer  and  a  cigar 
and  then  hired  a  cab  to  take  us  on  our  seven-mile 
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I  hand.    When  we  arrived  Af  f k«      u     ,?  ** 

I  audibly  why  .  p«„  fed  ,h„"  d  h^ve  X'cn  ^^t '^^ 

climb  a  tall  spruce  fllh.t*^^'         *"!;  ""T"^''  "> 
camcd  along  stiekTiti"     ',"'.  P"^''™"''..    He 

inovor  known  before.  *  ^  ^"^ 

JeVTome td  r:  fit  «n  instruetion  to 
^vas  Phillip  Allen  and  oddl'  ^'u^^^^'^  "^'"^ 
vas  the  member  for  EastSn^  T"^^  *^^^  ^«*^^^ 
-as  destined  to  r^^resent  T  '  '  ^T^*"--y 
l^ggie  Duncombe  (Lord  HoT„ ,!l  ^  ^'^"J  *°  "°'"^- 
"y  seeond-in  th  col^iT  ?1\"'  ^  '^"^^"'^'' 
»arry    niy    dauirhtpr    o?J^  ^^  ^'^  ^°"  w«s  to 

h  tie  fields  of tranee  Tfo  L  ^^'^^^'^'^  ^^^^ 
h"gJ»  I  was  slighter  t^,an  ^v  ^  '"^  ^^"'  ^«' 
omothing  about  boxinl  I  ^  T?."'''*  ^  ^"^^^ 
he  "  Head  "  was  an  TnT.;    I   ,     '    ^^^    ^^*^^    that 

^^at  fair  %ht  ng  Z  the  fn^T'*"*"^'     ^^  ^^^^ 
K    mg  wa«  the  foundation  of  friendship. 
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and   his  judgmeiit  ia  this  instance  was  certainly 

''"with  my  victory  the  worst  of  the  bullying  came 
to  an  end  as  far  as  I  was  concerned.  But  there 
were  a  few  trying  experiences  left  for  me  to  undergo 
Fenimore  Cooper,  author  of  "The  Last  of  «k 
MohiTans"  and  other  thrilling  books,  -as  the  -hoo^- 
boys'    hero   in   the    'sixties    and   ^"^  games   we^c 

modelled    upon    incidents    he    ^^^'^''^f^^^Z 
lads    were    trappers,    and    the    smaller    ones    were 
ilfdians    or  th^game   might  be  played  the  other 
way    round.    In    any   case   there    were   boy   an 
Trrows  in  active  use.  rings  of  fire,  and  several   on 
of  torture.    Needless  to  add  that  ,t  was  not  the 
biff  boys  who  suffered  the  torments.    I  suppose  a 
e  ?tain'measure  of  hardening  is  goocl  ^or  the  average 
high-spirited  lad.  but  whether  I  did  not  get  'ath 
more  Vn  is  indicated  in  the  case  of  a  del^a 
boy  is  at  least  an  open  question.    I  can  rememb 
that  I  felt  no  pangs  when  my  father  told  me  I  wns 
to  leave  Chalfont  St.  Giles  for  Eton. 

My   career  there   was  brief,  but  not  altogethc 
inglorious.    Taking   Upper  Fourth   on    my    arnva 
got    my    preparatory    school    a    holiday.    The    r. 
collections   of  that   time    are    very    shadowy.    Dr. 
Balston    was     headmaster.    De     Rosens     was     .n> 
-Dames,"   and   WooUcy  Dodd    was    my  tutor,     l 
can  remember  few  of  my  contemporancs. 

The  end  came  in  a  moment.  It  was  winter. 
and  Barnes  Pool  was  flooded.  Of  course  somebody 
made  a  bet  with  me  that  I  would  not  ]ump  in. 
just  as  I  stood  on  the  bank,  and  swirn  across, 
Naturally  I  accepted  the  challenge,  and  I  von 
the  bet.  But  the  price  of  victory  was  doul.lc- 
pneumonia.    Life  and  death  tossed  up  for  me,  and 
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though   the   former   called    successfully,    it   carried 
off    very    feeble    material.    My    lungs    were    in    a 
delicate  stetc,  so  I  had  to  take  ihem  to  the  South 
of  France,   in  company   with   a  tutor,   and   there 
combine  the  recovery  of  health  with  the  gaining 
of  knowledge.    At    the    age    of   seventeen    1    had 
gamed  sufficient  strength  to  go  to  Brackcnbury's 
at   Wimbledon— a    military   school    where    I   could 
play    football,    always    my    favourite    game.     Un- 
fortunately I  went  out  skating  when  I  should  have 
stayed  at  home,  congestion  of  the  lungs  followed, 
and  once  more  I  was  ordered  abroad  and  continued 
to  avoid  a  strenuous  life  until  at  the  age  of  nineteen 
I  entered  Christ  Church  College,  Oxford.    My  rooms 
were  in  the  Canterbury  Quadrangle,  my  immediate 
neighbours    were    Lord    Gage,    Lord    Damley,    and 
Mr.  Walter  Lon  -.    Prince  Leopold,  afterwards  Duke 
of  Albany,  was    ip  there  then,  and   we  formed  a 
friendship  that  lasted  as  long  as  he  lived.    Another 
particular  friend  was  a  son  of  Harcourt  of  Nune- 
ham,  brother  of  the  member  for  Oxford,  Sir  William 
Harcourt. 

I  was  up  at  Christ  Church  for  two  years,  and 
if  I  did  any  hard  work  during  that  period  it  has 
quite  escaped  my  memory.  But  I  did  have  a 
good  time  of  which  I  will  write  at  greater  length 
in  the  succeeding  chapter.  Most  lads  in  easy  cir- 
cumstances and  peaceful  years  probably  do  much 
the  same ;  in  any  ease  I've  no  apologies  to  offer. 
I  kept  two  hunters  and  lent  them  to  friends  on 
days  when  I  couldn't  go  out  myself.  Does  any- 
body but  an  idiot  lend  hunters  quite  light-heartedly 
to  anyone  who  may  desire  them  ?  My  rooms  were 
above  the  Dean's  garden,  so  at  the  proper  season 
ot  the  year  Harcourt  and  I  made  a  ladder  of  bell 
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pulls  and  napkins,  fastened  one  end  to  my  dining- 
tablc,  and  made  straight  for  the  Dean's  mulberry 
tree.  When  the  Dean  went  in  the  fullness  of  time 
to  his  favourite  tree  he  found  a  serious  shortage 
of  everything  but  cigarette  ends— and  he  did  not 
smoke.  There  might  have  been  trouble,  but  Har- 
court  was  persona  grata  with  the  family,  and  particu- 
larly with  one  of  the  Dean's  daughters.  His  father 
disapproved  of  his  marrying  so  young  and  sent 
him  to  America  for  a  year,  during  which  time  I 
played  the  part  of  postman  and  helped  the  lovers 
to  exchange  messages.  He  came  back  when  the 
year  was  over,  obstacles  were  brushed  aside,  all 
consents  were  won,  there  was  a  formal  engagement, 
and  then  the  poor  girl  died  quite  suddenly— a  terrible 
tragedy.  My  friend  never  married,  and  Nuneham 
is  the  possession  of  Sir  William's  son,  the  descendant 
of  an  ancient  line  who  has  earned  a  peerage  quite 

recently. 

I  remember  that  the  Dons  set  themselves  against 
Commemoration  festivities — the  season  of  ball  and 
party  and  general  liberty— and  in  my  second  year 
I  found  myself  in  trouble.  There  was  a  ball  at 
University  College,  and  I  was  there.  The  wife 
of  the  Dean  of  Christ  Church  asked  me,  somewhere 
about  midnight,  if  I  had  leave,  and  I  told  her  1 
hadn't  applied,  thinking  it  wasn't  necessary.  Tlun 
she  kindly  said  that  she  would  take  me  home  in 
her  carriage  to  save  any  bother,  and  so  I  returned 
with  her  and  her  daughters  at  4  a.m. — a  full 
carriage  with  plenty  of  concealment  by  the  ladies" 

dresses. 

A  few  hours  later  I  was  sent  for  and  asked  if  I 
had  been  out  late  over  night.  ITaturally  I  declined 
to    commit    myself    or    anybody    else.    The    Dean 
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^     said  mine  was  a  serious  offence,   and  I  must  he 

n>y  father  had  reZZ  'i:^  iX  ZTTJZ 

for  something  I  "iTXt^'^^  Ts'L™^^"''"' 

his  Word  and  I  kent  min«     t     .     ^  .  ^  8°°^  "» 
not  tallc.  "^         '■    '  '**"""=<'  •'"■"'^  and  did 

Ja^flri*^"'^"^'  "'y  ^^^''-  mating  do™  St 

"pred^reorrhXrtirrtk  r 

own.  should  have  got  into  tie     My  fatt  Jt  ^" 

onein^JSyeoUrSaekt'^e'lL'^f/'?  ""^  -"'^ 
are  at  Wanviek  cLtle^  "ly  fllf  lead '^^* 
invalid,  was  at  Torquay     u7  J^tu  .^'   »"> 

in  ,.wn  arranging  fo^^-  c^rlu^T^^Z^^lCL^ 
The  rojoieings  wer^  to  be  on  a  largf  sik    ^d  T 
was  looking  forward  to  them  with  all  ?h.       / 
of  a  youne  man     Th^n  ™  ■  ""'  ardour 

our  lfouse*inTo™,  Wd  LerX"f  *',T"^'"'  '" 
of  Warwickshire     -.Sh    !f^'         I-ofd-Lleutenant 

Castled  burSng  and  ttt*"""'  "^"^  *''^'  'he 
Sydney  and  "T^^n^"  Eva'"'""*^  "j?""" 
both,  had  had  the  ^r^owcst  ese^neh- """''" 
polled  to  crawl  over  a  r^f  «  3' saS  ^^ 
Are  had  apparently  bK>ken  out  i^  mv  IthlJ" 
dressuig-room,   where   workmen    had   Zl^'^ 
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certain  alterations.  The  roof  was  burnt  off  the 
great  hall,  and  molten  lead  lay  on  the  marble  floor. 
All  the  modem  part  of  the  Castle,  including  our  old 
schoolrooms,  was  gutted,  but  the  Castle  walls  and 
the  older  parts  of  the  interior  withstood  the  flames. 
There  was  no  efficient  provision  against  fire,  the 
water  used  had  to  be  pumped  up  from  the  river 
far,  far  below.  Many  of  the  valuable  relics  of 
past  times  were  carried  out  of  the  Castle,  deposited 
on  the  lawn  or  thrown  into  the  Avon,  and  in  this 
way  much  of  the  old  armour  vas  preserved.  But 
the  damage  was  deplorably  heavy,  and  involved 
our  family  in  very  serious  losses.  In  a  moment  I 
saw  all  my  plans  and  hopes  for  the  coming  of  age 
festivities  brought  to  an  end;  a  match  dropped 
carelessly  by  someone  had  in  all  human  probability 
sufficed. 

My  mother  and  I  went  down  to  Warwick  very 
sadly;  the  only  satisfaction  she  knew  was  that  my 
father  had  been  spared  the  shock  of  being  present 
at  the  destruction,  and  that  my  brother  and  sister 
were  at  least  safe  and  sound.  As  we  entered  the 
Castle  our  old  housekeeper,  whose  gifts  as  a  pre- 
server of  good  things  were  quite  remarkable,  came 
to  my  mother  in  great  distress.  "  Oh,  my  Lady," 
she  began,  "isn't  it  terrible?  Oh  my  jam!  Oh 
my  jam  1 "     And   she  burst   into  loud  and   bitter 

tears. 

I  might  mention  that,  following  the  Castle  fire, 
steps  were  taken  to  improve  conditions  and  reduce 
risks;  yes,  it  was  late  in  the  day,  but  better  late 
than  never.  The  provision  now  is  ample,  the  watir 
of  the  Avon  is  controlled  by  electric  pumps,  and  it 
is  possible  to  throw  a  jet  from  the  river  level  one 
hundred  and  fifty  feet  over  the  Castle.    I  was  testing 
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fpi^r  Tu  ^""^ngements  for  its  use  one  day 

lately  by  the  river  side,  when  I  saw  on  an  island 
facmg  the  Castle,  about  one  hundred  yarSs  tm 
where  I  stood,  one  of  our  Japanese  cranes,  a  vieio,^ 
and  murderous  bird,  attacking  the  nest  of  ;  har^e  ' 
moorhen     I  happened  to  know  that  the  nest  con- 
tamed  half.flcdged  chicks.    Before  I  could  t^e  anJ 
action  he  had  picked  up  one  fledgeling,  shaken^ 
hard,  and  swallowed  it  whole.     I  afked^    tman 
to  hand  nie  the  hose,  and  with  it  I  had  a  shot  at  the 
c^ne  with  the  full  force  of  the  engines  behld  the 
h  ;  I  f  V^  ^  ^"''^  sprinkling  at  the  first  attempt 
but    hat  did  not  serve.     The  crane  shook  hiS 
a  httle  angrily  and  attacked  the  nest  again.     iTo^fe 
more  careful  aim,  hit  my  mark  fairly  Ind  squared 
and  knocked  the  crane  over  on  to  his  b    '-  ^There 

TrtV  whaTtf''  **;''  ^^>""«  moorhens  wefe  no" 
orth  yvhat  they  cost,  and  walked  off.     I  hope  that 

he  electric  pump  and  hose  will  neve,  be  eaUed  upon 
to  serve  a  more  serious  purpose.  ^ 

Between  the  Eton  and  Oxford  days  at  the  time 

Jif  In  bri\ir"^  *^  discover 'how  p^n^ 
iiie  can  be,  I  had  an  amusing  experience  I  was 
staying  at  Warwick  House,  St.  James's,  our  Lonln 
home,  with  my  mother,  and  one  afternoon  her 
cousin.  Lady  Granville,  wife  of  the  MiSer  for 
Foreign  Affairs,  called  to  see  us.  She  asked  mv 
mother  If  she  could  come  to  a  reception  and  Z 
0  be  grjjen  at  the  Foreign  Office  a  couple  c.^nights 
later  My  „,other  said  she  would  be  pleased  to 
at  end  and  Lady  Granville,  turning  to  me  said 
Would  you  like  to  bring  your  mother,  Br^kie  r ' 

GanX%  ;"^  ''^  ^^  ^^"^*^^^^'  and  when  Lady 

a  Court  H        ^''''  "^y  "''''^''  *«^^  ""'  I  "^"st  get 
a  Court  dress,  as  ordinary  evening  dress  could  not 
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be  worn  at  a  State  function.  If  I  am  not  mistaken 
the  privilege  of  appearing  in  purely  conventional 
costume  used  to  be  limited  to  the  American  Am- 
bassador. Well,  I  didn't  like  the  idea  of  going  to 
a  Foreign  Office  ball  any  the  less  because  I  could 
dress  up,  so  I  went  to  Nathan's  in  the  Haymarket, 
and  told  them  to  send  me  a  couple  of  Court  costumes 
to  choose  from.  The  dresses  arrived  on  the  evening 
of  the  ball,  and  a  footman  spread  them  out  for 
my  choice.  One  was  a  black  velvet  affair  with  lace 
and  knee  breeches,  the  other  was  dark  blue  with  a  lot 
of  gold.  So  I  chose  the  latter;  it  was  a  capital 
fit,  and  we  went  off  to  the  Foreign  Office  where 
guests  were  arriving  by  the  score,  and  the  great 
marble  staircase  leading  to  the  reception  rooms 
was  crowded.  Distinguished  men,  beautiftil  women, 
pretty  girls,  a  blaze  of  light  and  jeweii,  stirring 
music,  and  the  electric  atmosphere  of  social  London 
at  its  brightest  and  best,  there  is  no  need  to  tell 
how  pleased  I  felt.  Relations  and  friends  came 
up  to  me  and  congratulated  me  on  coming  to  my 
first  great  function,  and  upon  the  striking  dress 
I  wore.  I  remember  Lady  Airlie  introducing  me 
to  her  daughters,  one  of  whom  became  the  mother 
of  Mrs.  Winston  Churchill.  The  first  dance  was 
a  quadrille,  and  I  was  about  half  through  with  it 
when  somebody  tapped  me  on  the  shoulder.  It 
was  my  kinsman.  Lord  Hardinge.  "  Hallo,  Brookic," 
he  said  very  cordially,  but,  I  thought,  a  little  sar- 
castically, "  what  arc  you  doing  here  in  that  smart 
uniform  ?  What  is  it  ?  "  "  Court  dress,"  I  replied 
innocently.  "  Court  dress  1  "  he  repUed.  "  Look 
over  there  at  Granville  and  that  group  of  Foreign 
Office  men.  Do  you  see  they're  all  watching  you  ?  " 
I  looked  and  saw  it  was  true  enough.     "  What's 
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the   matter?"     I    whispered.     "You've   put   your 
foot  in   It,    my    boy."    he   replied   kindly   enough 
"You  re  wearing  full  Ambassador's  uniform."    And 
so  saying  he  left  me  to  my  fate.    That  was  soon 
decided.    As  soon  as  the  quadrille  was  over  and  I 
could  dispose  of  my  partner,  I  put  my  cocked  hat 
under  my  arm  and  fled  as  fast  as  I  could,  leaving 
my    mother    unattended.     My    boyish    imagination 
pictured  a  State  Trial  and  saw  my  head,  like  the 
heads  of  so  many  of  my  forbears,  paying  the  ultimate 
penalty.    Happily  Lord  Granville  was  quite  satisfied 
by  my  prompt  departure,  and  beyond  a  little  chaff 
I  heard  no  more  of  the  matter,  except  that  Lord 
Hardmge   sent   me   a   caricature   of  myself  in   mv 
splendid  dress.  ' 

An   odd    incident    occurred    many    years    later 
I  was  dining  in  New  York   with  some  American 
friends    and    something    said    about    Ambassadors- 
uniform  reminded  me  of  the  story  I  have  just  set 
down,  and  I  told  the  company  about  it.    Among 
the  guests  was  a  brother-in-law  of  Mr.  Roosevelt, 
Mr   Robmson  I  think  was  his  name,  and  he  told 
us  that  he  once  found  himself  in  London  with  an 
invitation  to  Court  and  no  Court  dress.    He,  too, 
went  to  Nathan's.     Unfortunately,  the  clothes  fitted 
urn  tightly,  and  when  he  made  his  bow  to  Royalty 
his  nether  garment  refused  to  stand  the  strain,  and 
a   seam    split    ruthlessly    and    noisily.     He    retired 
carefully  if  not  gracefully  without  any  delay,  and 
dechned  an  invitation  to  a  State  Ball  at  Buckingham 
Palace  on  the  following  night,  because  he  did  not 
know  what  evil  trick  a  hired  Court  dress  might  elect 
to  play  upon  a  Republican  who  dared  to  masquerade 
in  such  inappropriate  costume. 


CHAPTER  II 

OXFORD   DAYS   AND   SPORTING   MEMORIES 

THE  glamour  of  Oxford  passed  me  by;  I  did 
not  approach  it  with  the  romantic  enthusiasms 
of  so  many  young  men.  For  all  the  beauty 
of  its  colleges,  for  all  the  attraction  of  the  river,  I 
think  I  was  never  overpowered  by  my  surroundings ; 
perhaps  the  stately  old  castle  on  the  Avon  that  had 
sheltered  so  much  of  my  boyhood  was  accountable 
for  my  comparative  indifference.  In  thr  2  days 
the  Avon  was  not  as  it  is  to-day.  It  flowed  clear 
and  bright  and  unpolluted ;  to  stand  by  its  banks 
in  the  earliest  light  of  a  June  morning,  when  the 
colour  of  the  castle  walls  was  luminous  pearl  grey, 
when  a  full  choir  was  wakening  in  the  woods  and 
great  fish  were  leaping  from  the  water,  was  to  hav<' 
sense  of  a  beauty  that  remained  secure  against  all 
the  assaults  of  time  and  change. 

I  was  not  an  imaginative  boy;  for  music  I  had 
little  or  no  taste,  for  my  own  reading  I  was  content 
with  fiction ;  it  was  only  my  love  of  painting  that 
stood  between  me  and  complete  indifference  to  the 
arts.  This  love  came  to  me  early  ;  it  was  nurtured 
in  the  castle  galleries  where  some  of  the  finest 
achievements  of  the  greatest  masters  gave  me  such 
measure  of  their  message  as  I  was  able  to  receivf. 
I  think  it  was  my  love  of  painting  that  filled  Oxford 
with  such  attraction  as  it  held  for  my  leisure  hours, 
and  hinted  to  me  even  then  that  there  was  sonic- 
thing  more  abiding  than  the  pleasures  of  the  life 
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we  all  squandered  so  happily.  Oxford  deepened  my 
sense  of  the  beauty  of  colour  and  form,  though  I 
did  not  know  it  at  the  time  ;  indeed,  I  did  not  recog- 
nise the  full  extent  of  my  debt  in  this  direction  until 
I  had  long  left  the  city  behind  me. 

I  realised  even  then,  however,  that  the  educa- 
tive value  of  our  Universities  depends  largely  upon 
the  type  of  man  that  goes  there.    For  all  save  a 
strong-minded   section   of  the    men   of  leisure   the 
call  is  to  amusement,  and  nothing  remains  of  Oxford 
when  the   swift   years   have  flown   save   a   certain 
"manner."     It  is  an  excellent  manner  of  its  kind 
save  that  it  is  not  altogether  free  from  condescension, 
and  it  gives  a  self-assurance  that  will  be  valuable 
to  a  sensible  man,  even  though  it  may  not  save  a 
fool  from  betraying  his  folly.     But,  after  considera- 
tion, I  did  not  propose  to  send  either  of  my  boys 
to  Oxford.     Let  me  admit  that  even  had  I  so  pro- 
posed, it  would  have  been  in  vain,  as  each  joined 
the  Army  from  school,  the  elder  to  take  a  hand  in 
the  Boer  War,  the  younger  to  play  his  part  in  the 
groat  struggle  that  engages  us  as  I  write. 

My  o\vn  opinion  is  that  while  the  leisured  seclu- 
sion of  the  'Varsity  may  still  continue  to  exist  for 
fortunate  lads,  the  whole  spirit  of  Oxford  and  Cam- 
bridge must  change,  and  that  quickly.  The  old 
order  has  yielded  to  the  new,  and  it  is  impossible 
to  persuade  the  earth  to  stand  still  while  young 
men  fit  themselves  for  high  administrative  posts  by 
prolonged  study  of  Latin  and  Greek,  and  go  out 
into  the  world  with  complete  and  brazen  ignorance 
of  any  modem  language  save  their  own. 

Our  competitors,  not  only  in  commerce  but  in 
diplomacy,  have  us  at  a  grave  disadvantage,  even 
though  the  most  of  them  may  be  but  indifferent 
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classicists.  In  my  earlier  days,  when  I  noted  our 
isolation,  it  did  not  displease  me ;  I  may  have  even 
allowed  myself  to  thiiUc  of  Englishmen  as  a  race 
apart,  living  their  own  lives,  doing  as  seemed  good 
to  them,  and  always  likely  in  the  last  resort  to 
"  muddle  through  somehow,"  without  taking  any 
count  of  the  cost.  In  such  circumstances  Oxford 
and  Cambridge  needed  no  reformation  from  within 
or  without,  their  repose  was  at  least  dignified,  and 
their  lawns  and  immemorial  trees,  to  say  nothing 
of  colleges  and  chapels,  won  the  unstinted  admira- 
tion of  visitors  from  overseas,  and  offered  a  perennial 
gift  of  incense  to  our  national  vanity.  If  men  did 
strive  hard  for  some  knowledge  that,  when  attained, 
was  carefully  buried,  there  was  always  the  belief 
that  in  some  mysterious  fashion  they  were  the 
better  for  it.  Though  I  can  claim  that  I  did  no 
harm  at  Oxford,  I  must  confess  that  I  did  no  good. 
The  time  would  have  been  better  employed  in 
Paris,  Berlin,  or  Rome,  learning  a  modem  language 
or  two,  and  studying  the  world  in  which  I  had  to 
play  some  part,  however  modest.  I  enjoyed  the 
Oxford  days,  and  am  grateful  for  many  of  the 
memories  they  have  left  me  ;  but  to  claim  that 
as  a  factor  in  life  they  had  any  value  that  could 
not  be  obtained  elsewhere  would  be  absurd.  In 
those  days  it  did  not  matter  greatly ;  a  certain 
proportion  of  the  population  of  these  islands  could 
afford  to  waste  its  time.  But  what  about  the  future, 
and  what  about  an  Oxford  or  a  Cambridge  brought 
up  to  date  and  carrying  out  a  definite  scheme  of 
education  in  the  interests  of  the  State  ?  It  seems 
to  me  that  in  the  future,  the  years  in  which  I  have 
no  share,  there  will  not  be  in  Engl  ,nd  a  single  in- 
stitution that  can  be  maintained  for  social  or  orna- 
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mental  purposes,  and  I  have  interested  myself 
sufficiently  in  education  to  realise  what  could  be 
done  if  our  two  leading  Universities  would  place 
themselves  abreast  of  the  times  instead  of  following 
them,  in  however  dignified  a  fashion,  at  a  distance 
of  several  hundred  years.  The  position  of  the  great 
Universities  is  not  unlike  that  of  the  old  land- 
owTiers.  Both  are  faced  with  changes  that  may 
well  have  seemed  incredible  when  the  twentieth 
century  dawned ;  both  have  to  accommodate  them- 
selves to  altered  conditions  if  the  country,  having  at 
last  realised  its  needs,  is  to  be  satisfied. 

I  had  no   intention   of  moralising   when   I   sat 
do\vn  to  this  chapter,  but  as  I  started  to  recall  some 
more  of  the  incidents  of  my  two  years  at  Christ 
Church,  the  contrast  between  life  in  the  'seventies 
of  the  nineteenth  certury  and  the  latter  part  of 
the  second  decade  of  the  twentieth  became  suddenly 
overpowering.     I    seemed    to    be    turning    back    to 
another  world,  and  in  the  light  of  old  memories  and 
present  happenings   some   of  the  opinions   I   have 
set  out  above  came  to  me  with  a  feeling  that  they 
cannot  be  gainsaid  by  any  who  knew  tiie  past,  or 
grasp  the  significance  of  the  present,  and  endeavour 
m  the  light  of  both  to  look  a  little  way  ahead. 

I  have  said  that  Prince  Leopold,  Duke  of  Albany, 
was  one  of  my  best  friends  at  Oxford  ;  we  only 
onec  had  a  slight  difference.  He  used  to  come  often 
to  my  rooms,  and  in  my  bedroom  there  was  a  large 
shower-bath  that  used  to  serve  for  my  morning 
tub.  Tlie  Greville  Memoirs  were  published  during 
my  Oxford  days,  and  I  ma,  whisper  the  truth 
that  they  gave  a  certain  measure  of  offence  in  Royal 
circles.  On  this  account  the  books  had  not  l)een 
well  received.     Prince  Leopold  came  to  my  rooms 
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one  evening  and  clianccd  to  see  the  Memoirs  on 
the  table.  Without  a  word  he  rushed  with  then 
into  my  bedroom,  pulled  the  string  of  the  shower- 
br.th,  and  gave  the  books  a  dueking  that  ruined 
them.    I  was  not  very  pleased. 

Lord  Gage,  whose  rooms  were  just  below  mo, 
suffered  eonsiderably  from  practieal  jokers.  One 
afternoon  Walter  Long  and  I  were  ehatting  in  my 
rooms  when  we  heard  sudden  cries  for  help  just 
below  us,  and  reeognised  the  voice.  We  rushed 
down,  and  found  Lord  Gage  standing  on  his  dinner- 
table  to  be  out  of  the  reach  of  a  crowd  of  rats- 
hundreds  of  them — that  had  been  brought  to  his 
rooms  in  cages  and  let  loose.  We  seized  huntin? 
crops,  and  were  busy  for  several  minutes  until  tlie 
last  intruder — one  that  forecd  its  way  into  the  back 
of  the  piano — was  numbered  with  the  dead.  It 
was  necessary  to  see  the  business  through,  for  if 
the  rats  had  been  left  it  is  safe  to  say  that  some 
would  have  invaded  our  rooms.  A  few  days  later 
the  jokers  returned,  and  Lord  Gage  found  his  feather 
mattress  and  pillows  slit  open,  so  tliat  the  rooms 
were  knee-deep  in  swansdown  and  bits  were  floating 
all  over  the  stairway.  I  never  realised  there  were 
in  all  Oxford  as  many  feathers  as  came  out  of  that 
one  bed. 

There  was  once  a  parliamentary  election  in  full 
swing.  Oxford  had  blossomed  out  into  party  posters 
of  every  kind,  popular  excitement  was  at  fever 
heat,  and  Aubrey  Harcourt  asked  me  to  lunch  with 
him  in  his  rooms,  close  to  my  o^vn,  to  meet  his  uncle. 
Sir  William.  It  was  mv  first  introduction  to  tliat 
great  scholar  and  parliamentarian,  and  we  prepared 
for  it  rather  dangerously  by  collecting  copies  of  all 
the  most  flaring  Conservative  posters  and  hanging 
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|hem  round   the   room.    To   make   matters   worse 
I  think  all  who  were  invited  to  meet  Sir  William* 
»*cre  Tories.     But   he    minded   not  at   all.    Portly 
|nd  imposing  though  he  undoubtedly  was,  he  was 
full  of  genial  humour  in  those  days— a  sprightly 
tnlker  and  a  good  listener,  into  whose  ears  before 
huich  was  over  we  were  all  pouring  our  tales  of 
|>etty   adventure.    As    for    our    political    views    he 
teemed  to  enjoy  them.     He  must  have  been   be- 
tween forty  and  fifty  years  of  age  then,  and  had 
»  considerable   personal  charm.     I   liked  him  very 
Well  on  that  occasion;     but   in   later  years,  when 
je  were  to  sit  on    opposite  sides  of  the  House  of 
Comirons,  1  found  him  a  perpetual  irritant.     The 
truth  IS,  I  suppose,  that  he  had  the  gift  of  tolerance 
•nd  I,  in  those  days,  perhaps  did  not  possess  it     ' 
I  remember  another  Httlc  experience  with  Aubrey 
Harcourt     His    father    was    giving    a    dinner-party 
ft  .Nuncham  one  night,  and  the  house  was  full  of 
IjHsts.    Aubrey    and    I    drove    out    from    Oxford 
flighted    at    some    distance    from    the    house,    and 
•roeeeded  on  foot  to  a  room  with  a  window  open- 
tog  on  to  the  garden.     This  we  forced.     We  then 
•ollected    some    books    and    other    odds    and    ends, 
ind   returned    to    Oxford    with    them.     Before    the 
jext  day  was  over  rumour  began  to  talk.     Burglars 
lad  entered   Nuneham   over   night,   the   place   had 
Jccn  completely  ransacked,  property  of  great  value 
•ad  been  taken  away,  expert  thieves  from  London 

IToVdTaT''  *''  ^'"'^  '^'  ^  ^^"^-  ^^°-  -<^ 

£  A  familiar  figure  in  the  beautiful  city  was  a 
Jammer  named  Motley.  He  had  a  genius  for  getting 
Jen  through  Mods.,  and  a  special  master^  over 
fuchd.    An    elderly,  man,    strong    and    sturdy,    he 
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would  never  show  any  resentment  if  you  were  not 
in  when  he  called.  It  sufficed  him  to  investigate 
thf  cupboard  in  which  you  kept  refreshment,  take 
what  seemed  good  to  him,  and  depart  at  his  appointed 
time,  leaving  you  the  poorer  so  far  as  learning 
and  liquor  were  concerned. 

The  late  Lord  Londonderry,  who  was  then  Lord 
Castlereagh,  was  one  of  my  contemporaries,  and 
showed  me  one  morning  a  little  note  Motley  had 
left  in  his  rooms  on  the  ♦  cvious  day  when  he  had 
called  to  impart  informti...  m  and  found  no  one  to 
receive  it.  "  Dear  C,"  it  ran,  "  you  are  out  of 
sherry."  That  was  all.  For  pupils  to  be  out  wai 
a  venial  offence  ;  for  sherry  to  be  "  out  "  was  matter 
calling  for  a  swift  reprimand. 

The  old  coach  wore  large  horn  spectacles,  and 
his   hair  was  rather  long,   black,   and  curly.    The 
curls  were  nearly  always  in  the  same  place  and  I 
suspected  a  well-fitting  wig.    So  one   day  I   man- 
aged to  twist  the  end  of  my  quill  pen  round  one 
of  the  ringlets  without  exciting  the  old  man's  sus 
picions,  and  when  it  was  firmly  fixed  I  suddenly 
drew  his  attention  to  tl  <   window.    Up  he  jumped. 
It  was  as  I  feared  :  a  very  excellent  wig  remained 
on  the  point  of  my  pen,  and   my  venerable   tutor 
showed  as  bare  a   scalp   as  any  in  Oxford.      That 
was  all  right,  but  a  moment  later  he  had  picked 
me  up  as  though  I  had  been  a  child  instead  of  a 
sturdy  stripling,  and  I  was  "  reversed  and  placed,' 
as  Mr.  Euclid  has  it.    There's  no  need  to  add  any- 
thing more,  but  I  developed  on  that  day  an  ut 
conquerable  aversion  from  the  bad  habit  of  con- 
cerning  myself  about  the   head  of  hair  worn  by 
others.    The  investigations  I  started  on  that  morn- 
ing ended  where  they  began,  and  I  have  always  | 
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While  I  was  up  at  Oxfori  I  mode  the  acauaint 
ancc  of  Lord  n»adolph  Chu^hill.  who  4d^  Z'; 
doTO  a  few  years  before  I  went  there      tL      i j 
ft.ke  and  Duehes.  of  Marlbo^uSh  weT  W^dV" 
my  father  and  a.  they  extended  tt  Bhnhe  m  a  ve^ 

«r  vSrto  T-  T  ^'""^'    ^  '-membermy 
first    visit    to    their    beautilul    home.     Beina    verv 

M  S5  ^r"  .'"  "  '"«''  ''°8-™t-  driving  tanSfm  a„l^ 
attended  by  that  rough  diamond,  Jimmy  H^g,  from 
"horn  I  hired  my  horses.  He  sat  bdid  mfarmrf 
«.U.  a  post-hom,  and  blew  blasts  that  woild ""ve 
cortamly  brought  do™  the  walls  of  Jerieho  had 
Ihoy  been  standing  anywhere  in  the  neighbourh^d 

f  bought  and  conversation;    it  was  sinmly  in^pol 
mWc  for  him  to  be  anything  dsc.     It  wL^a ^^ 
day    and  all   n.y  boyish   enthusiasms  were  eaS 

a  t.ve  by  the  second  son  of  the  house      WhcTi 
Z  *^\'.^^""^y  ^^"^'^  to  see  me  off.  and  in  the  dark 
ness,   dnvmg   without    lights,    my   horses  ehl.r 

arrawf  ^.^'^''?  •'"'  '"°'*  ^^«"*  Blenheim  was  the 
1  m     r-  **P"'*"^«-     Tlie    walls    were    hung    wi  h 

lame  and  fortune  of  the  house,  they  had  been 
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brought  from  rooms,  where  they  were  seldom  seen, 
to  take  the  place  of  some  famous  pictures  that 
had  unfortunately  been  sold. 

Lord  Randolph  and  I  became  quite  attached  to 
each  other,  and  our  pleasant  relations  lasted  ;h 
long  as  he  lived.  His  wife  is  one  of  our  oldest  and 
dearest  friends.  It  was  a  great  grief  to  my  vifi 
and  me  to  see  illness  falling  upon  Randolph  Churcliill 
and  depriving  him  of  gifts  t^  .  have  seldom  bd  n 
granted  more  lavishly  to  an;,  public  man.  Tlure 
was  a  time  when  he  seemed  to  have  the  world  iit 
his  feet— a  time  when,  if  he  had  anything  to  say, 
all  the  world  was  keen  to  hear  his  message.  11. 
carried  life  lightly  enough  in  those  early  days,  :iiid 
he  and  I  had  many  a  pleasant  shoot  round  the 
park  at  Blenheim.  I  remember  that  on  one  occasion 
four  of  us  bagged  four  hundred  hares. 

He  recommended  me  to  a  tailor  who,  in  addition 
to  being  a  most  capable  man  at  his  job,  would, 
Lord  Randolph  assured  me,  come  readily  to  tli 
assistance  of  a  client  who  found  himself  short  oi 
money.  Now  it  is  possible— or  at  least  it  was-  k 
a  young  man  to  have  a  fair  allowance  from  \\h 
father  and  yet  to  exceed  it,  and  I  am  able  to  say 
without  blushing  unduly  that  the  sad  experidic 
did  not  altogether  escape  me.  One  day,  iinding 
that  a  loan  would  give  a  brightt  r  aspect  to  lilV.  I 
took  heart  of  grace  and  wrote  to  the  tailor,  quoting 
Lord  Randolph,  so  that  he  might  comply  with  my 
request  by  return  of  post.  Well,  it  is  clear  that 
the  tailor  had  either  repented  voluntarily  of  his 
bad  habit  or  lie  had  found  that  it  was  less  remuiura- 
tivc  than  he  had  expected  it  to  be,  for  instead  of 
doing  the  right  thing  and  sending  me  a  eluque 
for  the  modest  amount  named,  he  put  my  eloquent 
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application  into  an  envelope  and  posted  it  to  mv 
father,  who  was  the  last  man  in  England  to  receive 
such  a  communication  unmoved.  There  was  a  serious 
outburst  of  wrath  on  his  part,  a  most  tryinc  in- 
terview, and  my  aUowance  which  I  had  hitherto 
tlicmcd  ma  T-^nuate  was  promptly  curtailed.  I  have 
never  1  .,kca  .vith  ^-.al  affection  upon  tailors  since 
then. 

I  wt:.-:  dlnmg  at    Jlenheim  a  few  years  ago  ;   there 
was  a  Cnnstmu^  j  arty,  when  the  present  Duchess, 
jvhom  I  had  taken  m  to  dinner,  received  a  telegram. 
AAith  her  usual  courtesy  she  asked   leave  to   read 
It,  and  the  contents  were  so  pleasant  that  she  com- 
municated   them   to    me.     The    message    was    from 
ur  father,  Mr.  \anderbilt,  to  say  he  was  sending 
lur  a  cheque  for  a  very  large  amount  to  buy  Avhat- 
ever  house  she  liked   in   London.     I   think   it   was 
tiK-  eheque  that  bought  the  site  of  Sunderland  House 
aiut  raised  the  present  mansion  there 

In  tlie  great  gallery  at  Blenheim  there  is  a  glorious 
modern  organ,  and  Mr.  Perkins  used  to  come  over 
from  Birmingham  to  play  it.      I  developed  a  keen 
jdrsiTo  to  possess  an  organ,  and  the  desire  was  stimu- 
*  at(  d  when  I  heard  the  organ  that  the  late  Mr.  Whitnev 
had  m  his  ^cw  York  home.     It  was  concealed  be- 
hmd  panellmg  and  played   by  electric  power  from 
«  console  m  the  centre  of  the  room.     Finally,   my 
V  fc  and  I  could  hold  out  no  longer,  and  we  com- 
ms.on.d  the  builder  of  a  very  fiL  'organ    n  Z- 
Vick  Cluireh  to  build  one  for  us  round%he  haU  Tn 
\  arwiek  Castle.     Part  of  it   is  in  the  old  galle^ 
that  connects  two  sides  of  the  Castle,  and  I  part 
IS  on  the  roof.     Unfortunately,   it  has  not  been  a 

«o  cbtabhsh  a  uniform  atmosphere  within  and  with- 
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out,  so  that  the  difficulties  of  tuning  are  almost 
insuperable.  But  r  -  have  enjoyed  delightful  hours. 
Madame  Norman  N^ruda  have  played,  and  Madame 
Clara  Butt  has  sung,  to  its  accompaniment,  while 
many  another  player  and  singer  has  helped  to  charm 
our  guests  and  ourselves,  so  that,  although  the 
organ  has  not  justified  either  our  high  hopes  or 
its  heavy  cost,  it  cannot  be  said  to  have  failed 
altogether.  I  do  not  tliink  that  in  the  present  state 
of  our  knowledge  the  tuning  difficulties  can  be 
satisfactorily  overcome,  but  perhaps  some  man  ot 
genius  will  arise. 

Harking  back  to  Oxford,  I  am  reminded  that 
there  were  two  prominent  Christ  Church  clubs,  tlie 
Rousers  and  the  Loders.  I  had  friends  in  both, 
and  when  I  belonged  to  the  Loders  my  fellow- 
members  included  the  Duke  of  Albany,  the  Parkers 
(sons  of  Lord  Macclesfield),  Algernon  Mills,  Hughic 
Shaw  Stewart,  Lord  Darnlcy,  and  Lord  Harris  of 
Kent  cricket  fame.  We  used  to  have  "wines" 
together  on  Sundays.  Everj'one  took  it  in  turn  to 
provide  the  wine,  but  there  was  no  real  drinking. 
Each  member  took  his  glass,  and  we  chatted  about 
everything  under  the  sun  that  interested  us.  I  cant 
help  contrasting  this  sober  conviviality  with  the 
heavy  beer-drinking  of  the  German  University 
students,  their  duels  and  their  '' scfilaeger ''  fights 
that  leave  no  face  unscarred.  I  have  never  seen 
the  face  that  seemed  to  me  to  be  really  the  better 
for  sword  cuts,  but  of  course  tastes  differ. 

A  friend  of  mine,  who  has  held  a  very  high  com- 
mand in  the  present  war,  was  walking  down  the 
streets  of  a  famous  German  city  in  company  with  a 
brother  officer.  They  were  both  young.  So,  too, 
were  the  members  of  a  band  of  German  University 


1 


Oxford  Days  and  Sporting  Memories  23 

students  who  were  coming  in  an  opposite  direction 
nth  hnked  arms,  driving  all  pedestrians  off  the 
pavement,  after  a  fashion  that  is,  or  was,  I  beH-ve 
.opular  m  Germany.  My  friend  promptly  broke 
through  and  was  at  once  challenged  to  a  schla^ger 
fight  by  the  student  who  was  the  greatest  expert 
m  the  University.  Needless  to  say,  the  challenge 
was  accepted,  but  on  arrival  at  the  place  appointed 

Zl^'f.rtut  '^'  '^'''  '""^^^  ^'  no  padding 
and  that  the  fight  must  take  place  in  shirt  sleeves 
There  was  general  remonstrance  and  not  a  little 
astonishment,  but  as  the  challenged  one  my  friend 
was  able  to  carry  his  point,  his  opponent  being 
perf«=tly  wilhng  to  accept  any  conditions.  He  had 
no  Idea  of  fencmg  or  schlaeger  fighting,  but  as  soon 
as  swords  were  crossed  he  lifted  in  both  hands  the 
ZZ^Ta^  ^'^P^'^  ^^*^  ^*^  sharpened  end  and 
aZ^l    .w'^u^^^''  challenger's  head  with  such 

K  ^I  '^'  ^'^Z  ^^"*   ^^^'^   unconscious. 

The  duel  was  over.     I  don't  know  what  the  Ger 

mans  thought  of  my  friend  then,  but  ir     kw   of 

w^t  he  has  been  doing  to  them  since  19 a4,  I  am 

a  raid  they   must   be   sorry   he   escaped   so   ligh% 

after  displaying  such  lamentable  ignorame  of  the 

f  I%ru1d*n:tt'"^"^  Properly^ssocated  wi?h 
It.  1  should  not  be  surprised  if  one  of  the  results 
0  the  great  war  is  to  modify  the  German  habfrof 

stream  of  bee^tZs  to  t n 'd^T^'kdTr^^^^^^^ 
question  whether  the   sword   ha;  not   su^fved^S 
offiee.    Moreover,  beer  is  a  great  softener  ^muscle 

1  who  lf'"\  r^^'''  "'  ""«^^  ''^  «"  it°  patrt; 
[who  are  not  leading  very  active  lives.  ^ 

Before  leaving  Oxford   I  joined   the   Warwick- 
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shire  Yeomanry,  and  remained  with  the  regiment 
six-and-thirty  years.    In  those  early  days  w<  went 
to    Aldershot    for   training    and    were    attached  to 
a    cavalry    regiment ;      I    was    attached    to    the 
Fifth  Lancers.    Military  service  was  not  particularly 
arduous,    and    amusements    were    distinctly  varied. 
There  was  a  regimental  circus  of  the  Fifth ;  some 
officers   appeared   as   cloNvns,    and    others    were    re- 
markably clever  on  the  trapeze.     There  was  at  odd 
times  plenty  of  bear-fighting  and   practical  jokes. 
I   remember  the  case  of  one  officer  who  was  dis- 
tinctly unpopular,  and  one  night  a  few  of  us  decided 
to  invade  his  quarters  and  treat  him  as  his  demerits 
suggested.     I    always    thought    that    if    there    was 
any  drawing  to  be  done,  it  was  better  to  be  of  the 
drawers  than  the  drawn.     I  was  not  the  first  to 
enter  the  room,  and  have  every  reason  to  feel  glad, 
for  the  enemy  was  a  canny  fellow,  and,  conscious 
of  the  truth  that  he  was  not  beloved  by  man,  he 
kept  a  fierce  bulldog  that  liad  overlooked  his   in- 
firmities   and  was   a  loyal  friend.     When  the   first 
visitor  entered,  the  bulldog   emerged  quickly   from 
under  the   bed   and   had   the   intruder  by   tlv   leg 
before  he  knew  what  had  happened.      ITie  rest  of 
us  spent  no  time  on  explanation  or  investigation; 
we  went  our  several  ways,  promptly  and  ingloriously. 
Yes,  we  yeomen  were  a  lively  lot.     I  recall  Joe 
Aylesford,    John   Delacourt,    and    "  Sugar   Candy," 
whose   daughter   married    the    Duke   of   Newcastle. 
There  was  hardly  a  trick  that  we  had  not  got  at 
our  finger   ends.    I   remember  one   subaltern   who 
was  rather  the  butt  of  his  colleagues.     He  had  a 
beautiful   white  charger,   and   one   night   before  an 
inspection   some   of  us   decided   that   he   must   not 
go  about  so  gloriously.     If  he  wanted  to  be  merely 
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)stcntatious,  we  would  help  him.  So  several  of 
IS— Frank  Dugdale  and  Dick  Charteris  were  in  it 
-sent  hastily  for  Judson's  dyes  in  large  quantities 
ind  many  tints,  and  by  the  time  we  had  finished 
kith  the  noble  steed  the  coat  of  many  colours  worn 
}y  the  patriarch's  young  son  Joseph  was  a  bad 
second.  Then  we  turned  in,  conscious  of  duty  well 
lone.  Imagine  our  disgust  when,  next  morning, 
)arade  for  annual  inspection  started  and  we  found 
)ur  subaltern  on  his  steed  which  was  as  milk-white 
before.  The  truth  leaked  out  later.  He  had 
iiscovered  our  trick  in  the  early  morning.  The 
lorse  was  one  of  a  pair  belonging  to  his  mother, 
i^ho  lived  only  a  few  miles  away.  So  he  had  rushed 
icross  country,  secured  the  second  horse,  and  turned 
jp  in  all  his  glory.    We  were  beaten. 

I  saw  great  changes  while  I  was  with  the  regi- 

lent;    promotion  was  slow,  and  it  was  not  until 

was  growing  old  that  I  got  the  command  that 

ly  father  had  held  for  very  many  years.     Rightly 

)r  wrongly,  I  had  come  to  the  conclusion  that  no 

lan  ought  to  retain  command  of  the  regiment  for 

lore  than  three  years,  and  at  the  end  of  that  period 

retired.    Just    before    I    left    Sir    Ian   Hamilton 

ispected  the  Warwickshire  Yeomanry,  and  I  con- 

pss  to  a  natural  vanity  that  leads   me  to  quote 

lis      ords :     "  I    am   sorry   you    are    leaving    your 

Regiment,  Lord  Warwick,  but  you  have  the  satis- 

'  lotion  of  knowing  that  you  leave  it  in  the  highest 

ptate  of  efficiency." 

I  remember  when  I  was  in  command  having 
parly  morning  foot-drill  on  the  common.  While 
)usily  thinking  out  the  next  manoeuvre,  a  dirty 
^nd  bloated  old  man,  whose  dress  was  very  sketchy 
^nd   whose   whole    appearance    suggested    anything 
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but  chronic  sobriety,  left  the  little  company  of 
spectators  and  approached  me. 

"I  knows  you,  m'Lord,"  he  began,  "but  you 
doesn't  know  me." 

"  No,  who  the  devil  are  you  ?  "  I  replied  tartly, 
for  my  train  of  thought  had  run  right  off  the  lines. 

"  I'm  the  baby  you  was  vaccinated  from," 
declared  the  dirty  man  solemnly  I 

I  confess  I  don't  know  the  etiquette  of  such  a 
case,  but  half-a-crown  seemed  to  meet  it.  My 
subsequent  inquiries  showed  that  the  old  chap's 
claim  was  well  founded.  He  must  have  had  a  good 
memory,  for  we  were  both  between  fifty  and  sixty. 
I  can  only  hope  that  in  those  evil  times  of  arm- 
to-arm  vaccination  he  was  a  little  cleaner  than 
when  he  introduced  himself  to  me. 

My  friend.  Prince  Leopold  of  Albany,  was  lying 
ill  at  Balmoral,  and  expressed  a  wish  that  I  might 
be  sent  for  to  bear  him  company.  So  I  was  "  com- 
manded "  to  the  Queen's  beautiful  Highland  home, 
and  on  alighting  at  the  station  was  met  and  driven 
to  the  Castle,  arriving  about  9  p.m.  There  I  was 
shown  up  at  once  to  Prince  Leopold's  room,  and 
found  Queen  Victoria  by  his  bedside.  She  greeted 
me  most  kindly,  and  expressed  the  hope  that  as 
soon  as  I  had  had  some  supper  I  would  come  to 
the  ball-room,  as  this  was  the  night  of  the  gillies' 
ball.  I  said  I  should  be  delighted,  and  having 
changed  and  supped  I  went  to  the  dance.  There 
was  a  large  assemblage  present,  most  of  the  men 
wearing  the  kilt,  and  the  Queen  looked  on  with 
motherly  interest.  About  midnight  the  great  John 
Brown  appeared,  bearing  a  salver  with  glasses  of 
toddy.  He  presented  it  to  Her  Majesty,  who 
graciously  refused;  as  he  did  so  he  remarked, 
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%oce,  that  it  was  time  for  those  who  move  in  the 
I  most  exalted  circles  to  go  to  bed.  Her  Majesty 
Iri'tircd,  and  we  danced  into  the  morning. 
i  Another  incident  of  the  visit  recurs  to  me  as 
il  write.  It  was  on  St.  Swithin's  evening,  and  I 
fwas  out  with  Dr.  Royle,  Prince  Leopold's  doctor, 
la  very  charming  young  man.  Suddenly  along  the 
troad  leading  to  the  front  of  the  Castle  we  met  a 
|ttrange  procession.  First  came  royal  carriages  with 
|the  Queen  and  the  Royal  Princesses,  following  them 
pome  hundreds  of  retainers,  all  carrying  torches, 
lind  two  brakes  full  of  stablemen  dressed  up  as 
witches,  and  some  dummy  figures  stuffed  with 
,»traw  and  sawdust  also  to  represent  witches.  Arrived 
Ibefbre  the  Castle,  the  Queen  alighted,  and  the  pro- 
|cession  halted  until  Her  Majesty  could  be  seen  at 
"|a  window  on  the  first  floor.  Then  the  procession 
[deployed,  and  made  for  a  great  pile  of  wood  heaped 
^up  on  the  gravel.  Torches  were  plunged  into  it, 
Ithe  mass  was  fired,  the  dummy  witches  were  forked 
ion  to  the  flames,  the  "  live  witches  "  ran  screaming 
[away,  to  be  caught  another  year,  I  was  told,  and 
finally  there  was  a  fine  dance  in  the  open. 

When  the  Paris  Exhibition  of  1878  was  opened, 
|I  went  across  to  explore  its  wonders  in  company 
„  with  Prince  Leopold.  We  stayed  at  the  H6tel 
J  Bristol,  but  were  not  in  it  very  often.  Sometimes 
I  we  dined  at  the  British  Embassy  with  Lord  Lyons, 
i  whose  secretary,  Mr.  Sheffield,  was  our  particular 
I  friend,  and  one  of  the  best  of  good  fellows.  A 
J  frequent  visitor  to  the  Embassy  was  L^on  Gambetta, 
I  and  many  a  night  I  have  sat  in  the  smoking-room 
I  at  the  Embassy  listening  to  that  great  statesman's 
I  stories  of  his  escape  from  Paris  in  '71,  and  his 
Attempt   to  organise   the   defence   of  his   country 
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He  was  extraordinarily  good-natured,  and  never 
resented  the  closest  cross-questioning.  The  Franco- 
German  War  was  not  old  history  then,  and  tlure 
was  so  much  we  wanted  to  know.  Gambctta  \vu!, 
anything  but  handsome.  His  rather  coarse  features 
had  a  curiously  distorted  look ;  he  was  a  dark  man 
with  florid  complexion  and  wore  a  beard.  As  so<m 
as  he  started  to  speak  on  any  topic  that  reiilly 
interested  him,  you  understood  one  at  least  of  the 
sources  of  his  influence.  I've  heard  the  greatest 
of  great  speakers  in  my  time,  but  his  eloqutiice 
rivaUed  that  of  the  best  of  them.  His  influinee 
upon  a  crowd  must  have  been  electrical. 

The  ex-King  of  Naples,  who  married  a  sister  of 
the  beautiful  Empress  of  Austria,  called  one  day  to 
see  Prince  Leopold  at  the  Bristol,  and  on  the  con- 
clusion of  the  visit  I  escorted  hiia  from  the  room  to 
his  carriage.  Suddenly  he  remembered  that  he  had 
left  his  stick  upstairs,  so  he  stepped  out  of  the 
carriage,  and  quite  forgetful  of  the  burden  of  his 
years  and  my  offers  to  fetch  it  for  him  began  to  run 
up  the  steps.  I  pursued,  but  he  raced  me  readily, 
and  as  we  came  down  together  and  I  congratulated 
him  on  his  paces  he  replied :  "  Quand  on  a  unt 
mauvaise  mimoire  il  faut  avoir  de  bonnes  jambes." 

I  have  very  pleasant  memories  of  the  old  blind 
King  of  Hanover,  who  was  staying  in  Paris  for  the 
Exhibition  with  his  charming  daughters,  the  Prin- 
cesses Louise  and  Frederica.  I  remember  dining 
with  them  on  the  night  of  the  King's  birthday,  and 
was  rather  astonished  to  see  the  Queen  smoking 
two  large  cigarettes  at  once.  I  think  she  must  have 
noticed  my  astonishment,  for  she  remarked:  "I 
smoke  in  this  fashion  because  I  get  more  snioiie 
into  my  mouth,  and  that  is  what  I  like."     Tliere 
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was  a  reception  after  the  dinner ;  we  all  passed 
before  the  King  of  Hj.  over,  were  formally  pre- 
sented, and  touched  glasses  with  him.  He  stopped 
mc  and  had  a  pleasant  chat,  asking  many  questions 
about  my  father,  whora  he  had  met  in  previous  years. 
He  seemed  kindly  and  capable  in  spite  of  his  afflic- 
tion, and  there  was  no  suggestion  of  kinship  with 
a  race  that  has  invented  "  frightfulness." 

In  the  early  season  and  in  the  hey-day  of  a 
sporting  life  a  man  makes  delightful  friends,  and 
friendships  are  strengthened  by  the  bond  of  union 
that  comes  when  passion  for  some  sport  or  pastime 
is  shared.  I  have  always  looked  back  with  keen 
pleasure  on  my  friendship  with  Mr.  Willie  Jameson, 
the  celebrated  yachtsman,  who  for  many  years 
was  my  partner  in  our  salmon  fishing  on  the  Black- 
water  in  Ireland.  Undoubtedly  as  a  yacht-racer 
he  has  had  few  equals,  and  his  experiences  are 
without  number,  so  that  I  have  often  asked  him 
to  do  what  I  am  trying  now  to  do  and  to  tell 
the  story  of  past  times  for  the  pleasure  of  old 
friends.  His  fund  of  stories  seems  inexhaustible. 
Jameson  and  I  have  had  many  a  jolly  cruise  to- 

jgether.     We  used  to  start  off  in  an  old  cutter  of 
the  first  class,  the  Ivema,  of  about  120  tons,  be- 

I  longing  to  Mr.  Jack  Jameson,  my  friend's  brother. 

I A  party  of  four  of  us  and  Mrs.  Willie  Jameson,  a 
sister,  by  the  way,  of  Sir  Douglas  Haig,  used  to 
set  out  from  Southampton  abo  t  Cowes  Week. 
The  Ivema,  which  had  won  many  a  fine  race  and 
valuable  trophy  in  her  time,  had  most  of  her  racing 

[spars  and  a  racing  crew,   so  the  going  was  good. 

[Our  route  usually  lay  down  Channel,  and  we  would 

I  stay  for  a  while  in  the  Scilly  Islands,  surely  as  fair 

[a  place  as  ever  the  sun  shone  upon.     Who  having 
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seen  the  gardens  of  Tresco  can  forget  them,  and 
what  lover  of  sea-fishing  has  found  better  sport  than 
Scilly  can  provide  ?  Leaving  there  we  would  beat 
up  round  Cornwall  and  make  for  Kingstown  Harbour 
in  the  distressful  country,  and  thence  in  the  launch 
or  sailing  cutter  to  Portmamock  golf  course,  in 
my  opinion  one  of  the  best  and  most  gloriously 
situated  in  the  world,  and  there  we  would  spend 
a  week  or  ten  days. 

Leaving  Portmamock  we  would  seek  the  Western 

Highlands,  and  the  golf  courses  of  Islay,  Machray 

and  Macrihanish,  and  leaving  them  we  would  sail 

to  Oban  or  Skye.    Those  who  know  the  Western 

Highlands  in  late  summer  or  very  early  autumn, 

when  the  waters  are  warm  and  have  just  enough 

wind  to  invigorate  without  distressing  them,  when 

the  hills  that  come  down  to  the  waterside  are  touched 

with  the  purple  of  the  heather  eflower,  those  and 

only  those  can  realise  what  it   means  to  a  good 

sailor,  with  health,  leisure  and  delightful  company, 

to  pass  from  one  beauty  spot  to  another.    I  would 

not  dare  to  say  that  conditions  are  always  ideal 

—the  West  Coast  of  Scotland  knows  in  August  more 

wet  days  than  fine— but  there  are  times  when  all 

the   conditions   are   favourable,    and   the   result  is 

a  sense  of  exhilaration  and  the  sheer  joy  of  life 

that  is  hard  to  recapture  after  middle  age,  even  for 

the   happiest   of  us.    The   real   halcyon   days  are 

few. 

I  remember  one  year  we  were  sailing  up  to 
Oban  with  an  unfavourable  wind,  and  the  tide 
running  strong  in  the  narrows.  We  attempted  time 
after  time  to  make  way  but  with  so  little  success 
that  at  last  Jack  Jameson  decided  to  go  closer 
in  shore,  believing  that  we   should   so  escape  the 
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worst  of  the  tide  and  be  able  to  creep  up.  On 
the  chart  we  seemed  to  have  plenty  of  water,  but 
suddenly  there  was  a  heavy  crash,  and  we  were 
badly  on  one  of  the  rocks  in  the  locality,  watch- 
ing deck-chairs,  books,  papers,  glasses,  and  the 
rest  of  our  creature  comforts  above  deck  disappear- 
ing down  the  waterway.  It  was  very  nearly  high 
water,  and  as  the  tide  fell  the  boat  heeled  farther 
and  farther  on  her  side.  We  sent  the  launch  off 
to  Oban,  some  fifteen  miles  away,  and  stuck  to 
the  boat.  For  three  days  and  nights  we  remained 
fixed.  At  times  the  boat  lay  on  an  even  keel  at 
other  times  with  the  ebb  tide  the  water  was  only 
a  foot  or  two  off  her  hatches. 

The  salvage  people  sent  tugs  out  from  Oban, 
but  one  after  another  the  hawsers  parted,  and  at 
last  two  empty  steel  lighters  were  commissioned. 
They  came  alongside  and  passed  a  chain  under 
the  keel  of  the  boat ;  baulks  of  timber  were  placed 
across  our  deck  and  lashed  to  the  deck  by  the  chain, 
leaving  their  projecting  ends  resting  on  the  lighters! 
There  was  about  six  inches  rise  of  tide,  and  when 
it  came  the  lighters  Ufted  our  boat  sufficiently  for 
the  attendant  tug  to  pull  everything  off.  We 
found  Uttle  or  no  damage  had  been  done  ;  it  was  not 
for  nothing  that  we  carried  eighty  tons  of  lead  on 
our  keel. 

I  have  often  thought  that  had  the  chance  pre- 
sented Itself  I  should  have  taken  to  yachting  with 
,  even  greater  interest  than  I  took  to  rod  and  gun 
\  I  was  bom  and  bred  to  the  last-named  articles,* 
fishing  as  a  little  lad  on  the  Avon  and  handling 
a  gun  as  soon  as  my  father  would  permit  me  to 
do  so.  Yachting  came  much  later,  but  it  always 
meant    much   to   me,   and    Willie    Jameson's   skill 


32  Memories  of  Sixty  Years 

never  failed  to  stir  my  envy.  I  remember  once 
when  the  Iverna  was  lying  in  Kingstown  Harbour, 
saiUng  round  the  cove  with  him  in  the  cutter 
to  Portmamock,  and  to  his  brother's  house,  St. 
Mamock's.  Coming  back  in  the  evening  the  wind 
had  risen  end  we  found  ourselves  in  very  bad  water. 
Colonel  Forster,  who  Avas  Master  of  the  Horse  to 
several  Lords-Lieutenant  of  Ireland,  came  up  along- 
side  in  a  decked  cutter  to  offer  the  help  of  which,  even 
to  his  practised  eye,  we  stood  in  need.  But  Willie 
Jameson  was  not  having  any.  Completely  master 
of  himself  and  his  craft,  he  said  he  would  see  the 
job  through,  and  he  did  so,  greatly  to  my  admira- 
tion and,  perhaps,  if  the  truth  be  told,  a  little  to 

my  relief. 

I  always  feel  that  I  did  not  take  the  fullest 
advantage  of  my  chances.  I  might  have  raced 
with  Jameson,  and  never  did.  I  ought  to  have 
learned  far  more  than  I  know  about  yachtmg,  for, 
apart  from  Jameson  and  one  or  two  other  fritnds, 
I  had  occasional  experiences  that  might  have  taught 
me  a  great  deal.  My  brother  Alwyne  had  a  beau- 
tiful  "Solent  One  Design"  cutter,  and  I  sailed 
with  him  for  several  years  in  delightful  races  oB 
the  Isle  of  Wight. 

I  suppose  the  very  strenuous  people,  it  there 
are  any  who  read  what  I  have  to  tell,  will  be  in- 
cUned  to  censure  me  for  enjoying  life  and  sport  as 
fully  and  heartily  as  I  was  able  to.  I'm  afraid  1 
have  no  regrets.  In  all  the  years  I  have  passed 
in  review,  on  paper  and  off,  I  cannot  charge  myself 
with  neglecting  any  of  the  duties  that  rightly  fall 
to  an  English  country  gentleman,  as  those  duties 
were  carried  out  and  taught  to  me  by  my  own 
father.    If  a  new  standard  or  conception  of  duty 
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has  sprung  up  since  my  day,  I  can  only  say  that 
I  know  nothing  of  it,  and  have  not  seen  or  heard 
of  Its  advantages  in  working  order.  In  the  last 
years  of  my  father's  life  I  frequently  carried  the 
burden  of  responsibility  of  entertainment  that  he 
would  have  borne  had  strength  permitted,  for  he 
took  a  large  view  of  his  duties,  public  and  private 
In  the  year  before  he  died  (1892)  the  Royal  Agri^ 
cultural  Show  was  held  at  Warwick,  in  the  grounds 
of  the  Castle,  under  the  presidency  of  the  late  Lord 

1  ^  w'^"';xr?  '^"3f!"b^'  ^^  entertained  the  Prince 
I  of  Wales  (King  Edward  VII.)  and  the  Duke  of 
York  (King  George  V.)  for  the  Show,  so  there 
was  much  to  be  done  apart  from  our  share  of  the 
exhibition  work.  Certainly  a  better  mise-en-scene 
could  not  have  been  devised.  The  Grand  Stand 
was  erected  on  a  hill,  all  the  exhibits  and  most  of 
the  visitors  were  below  the  hJlI,  and  the  Castle  pro- 
vided a  distant  background.    I  remember  that  the 

I  whole  affair  was  a  success,  and  yielded  a  verv  suh- 

Istantial  profit  to  the  Society. 

j      J.  think  myself  that  the  change  of  venue  from 
country  to^vns  to  Park  Royal  was  a  distinct  mis- 

Itake  of  my  old  friend,  Sir  Walter  Gilbey,  as  true 

■a  tnend  to  agriculture  as  Essex  ever  housed.  The 
frouble  IS  that  London  is  full  of  exhibitions  of  everv 
kind,  few  people  can  see  half  of  them,  and  these 
competing  interests  are  fatal.  If  the  Show  be  held 
in  a  country  town  that  is  not  usually  a  centre  of 
any  attractions,  there  is,  it  seems  to  me,  a  better 
phance  of  a  large  gathering ;  besides  this,  I  think 
J  Show  changmg  its  locale  has  much  more  educational 
Advantage  than  a  fixture. 

;     In  connection   with   the   Show  at   Warwick     I 
remember  that  on  the  Sunday  the  Bishop  of  Worces- 
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ter,  Dr.  Perowne,  I  think,  t)reached  a  special  sermon 
to  the  drovers  and  stockmen  and  others  who  had 
gathered  to  help.  He  took  for  his  text,  "Labour 
not  for  the  meat  which  perisheth."  a  curious  sejec- 
tion  for  that  audience,  and  one  that  took  a  dea 
of    handling    to    make   it   fit  in  with  the  general 

scheme  of  things.  ,.  T^  lu-  f 

In  1877  there  was  a  great  Durbar  at  Delhi  to 

proclaim    Queen    Victoria    Empress    of   India.    My 

father  asked  Lord  Salisbury  to  let  me  go  out,  and 

he  kindly  spoke  a  word  for  me  to  Lord  Lytton, 

the  Governor-General,   who  promptly  sent    me   an 

invitation.    I    started    off   from   England,    and  on 

board  ship  met  with  two  friends  of  my  own  age, 

Lord  Kilmaine  and  Sir  Robert  Abercrombie.    The 

Indian  Minister  of  Finance    and   the  Governor  of 

Bengal   were    on    board,    and    I    remember     alter 

many  practical  jokes  that,  on  the  night  before  we 

reached  Bombay,  I  procured  a  live  turkey  from  the 

cook,  wrapped  it  lightly  in  a  tablecloth,  opened  the 

door   of  their   cabin,   and  left   the   visitor   I   had 

intruded  upon    those  worthy  gentlemen   to   amuse 

them  as  best  it  could.     It  behaved  awfully  well 

and  so  did  they  to  me. 

Ours  was  a  pleasant  voyage,  and  I  found  that  ni\ 
sketches  and  caricatures  were  in  great  demand. 
Unfortunately  there  was  a  man  on  board  who  in 
the  Red  Sea  found  his  cabin  too  hot  for  him,  so  he 
used  to  sleep  on  a  table  in  the  saloon  and  snore 
profoundly,  to  the  vast  annoyance  of  some  of  the 
lady  passengers.  They  complained  to  me,  and  1 
felt  it  my  duty  to  climb  on  to  the  skylight  with  a 
iug  of  water  and  abate  the  nuisance.  The  opera- 
tion was  perfectly  successful,  but  I  fear  the  operators 
name  was  revealed  by  some  injudicious  person.    The 
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snoring  man's   revenge   was  to  capture   my  sketch 
books  and  sacrifice  them  to  the  ocean. 

In  Bombay  we  provided  ourselves  with  the  neces- 
sary equipment,  and  hired  servants.  Lord  Lvtton 
had  just  arrived  and  we  attended  his  levee  I 
remember  an  odd  pause  in  the  proceedings,  'nis 
Excellency,  feeling  a  little  tired  or  bored  took  a 
ten-mmutes'  interval  to  smoke  a  cigarette  Then 
the  business  was  resumed. 

Lord  Lytton  invited  us  to  travel  with  him  on 
his  special  tram  to  Delhi.     On  arrival  there  I  found 
my  conveyance  to  the  camp  awaitinj?  me     It  was 
an  elephant,  and  my  name  was  writtei.  on  a  label 
tied  to  Its  tail.  I  climbed  up  in  the  howdai.    took 
my  place  m  the  procession,  and  we  passed  alone  ti.-' 
wonderful  streets  between  the  troops  armed   with 
j  spears  and  thousands  of  bayonets.    Then  came  an 
awkward  moment,  when  my  howdah  began  to  shp 
and  I  was  hanging  on  at  an  angle  that  was  everv- 
C^    "i  comfortable.     Luckily  the  mischance  w^s 
seen  and  certain  agile  natives  cUmbed  up  on  to  the 
elephant  and  secured  my  seat  without  stopping  the 
people  behind  me,  or  even  throwing  the  elephant 
ou    of  Its  stride.    The  Durbar  camp' was  anVnor- 
mous  one.  covermg  a  very  great  space,  and  a  tent 

to  th.  V-  '""""^"i  ^^i  '"^  ^"  **^^  ^^^'^"^   leading 
to  the   Viceroy's   headquK. '  rs.      There    were   verf 

few  people  from  England;    .t  the  moment   Ica^ 

SavT.^  "-^I  r'  ''^'^  ^^^^'^^'  -^^^^  CampbellTf 
llslay    and  Val  Pnnsep,   who  had   come  across  to 

pam   a  picture  of  the  Durbar  for  Queen  Victoria. 

iined  wfth  VU-    P^'^'^"*   *'"^"-     Sometimes   we 
ained  with  the  Viceroy ;    at  other  times  we  were 

Fhe  Indian  chiefs,   and   have   never  forgotten   the 
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tent  of  the  Rajah  of  Kash^r;  the  ^m  »™ 
»ii  iiiino  with  priceless  Kashmir  snawis  ana 
K^rZes  For  the  Durbar  and  the  Proclama 
:Sn^— y  L^^^^^  Lady  I^^wne.  John  Cmp- 
bdf  oMsUty  and  I  drove  in  a  landau  and  we  men 
V  i  *  r^Ih  the  carriaffe  a  good  deal  of  the  way 
had  to  Pf  *^  JJ^^.^^J^^;^  a  reminder  of  the  mcidcnt 

l^':nfof"et;h  bX'^  At  the  Durbar  I  sat  by 

ihe Tde  of  a  very  wild-looking,  long-haired  ehieftam, 

ihe  Khan  of  Khelat.      The  ceremonies  occupied  a 

the  ^'^an  business  over,  it  seemed 

'Ct'^ti  mL "port.    But  I  must  first  recaH 

o^tr^gfc  incident.    This  was  poor  Captem  Clay 

>  ^  „*i,__nn  New  Year's  Eve,  I  think  it  was. 

Pl^yinrp^rSe  c^^^^^^  with  "Bill"  Beresford- 

Ts  the  Me  Lord  William  Beresford  was  knoun  by 

?i  hi  friends-was  knocked  over,  and  picked  up 

^Loi^^cio^    I  dined  that  night  with  Lord  Lytton 

aSHuring  dinner  he  told  me  the  news  of  C lajioB 

c  ^otso  ffood.  and  desired  me  to  go  up  and  get 

^tr^ltZ     I  found  Clayton  in  Beresford's  tent, 

^tlTtter  at  the  foot  of  th?  bed  in  tears.  Cla>ton 

was  breathing  stertorously,  and  the  end  came  sooa 

rbeUeve    Sresford   succeeded    to    his  troop, 

Cla^rU  him  all  his  horses.    They  were  devo 

St  and  that  the  one  should  have  brought  about 

hK  oal's  end  was  a  bitter  tragedy.  ,  .    ,, 

S^verir  Indian  potentates  had  very  kindly  m- 
vited  us  to  shoot  and  see  their  palaces  and  we  .e  t 
Tn  the  first  instance  to  Bhurtpore  for  duck-shoot^ 
The  Raiah  had  been  called  away,  and  his  Sirdar 
Sil  us'to  the  palace.  We  were  escorted  by  me 
who  had  gold  stirrups  tied  to  the  saddle  with  b* 
Tf  stri^ !  At  dimier  I  observed  they  had  opend 
?wo  Sn  bottles  of  champagne  and  placed  th.. 
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on  the  sideboard,  a  liberal  allowance  for  three 
temperate  men.  The  duck-shooting  was  on  the  same 
generous  scale.  Thence  we  visited  all  the  historic 
scenes  of  the  Mutiny-  -Cawnpore,  Lucknow,  and  the 
rest.  After  that  we  went  on  to  Jeypore,  where  Sir 
Pertab  Singh  and  Sir  Bindon  Blood  gave  us  ten 
days'  pig-sticking,  a  really  wonderful  sport ;  I  don't 
think  I  ever  enjoyed  anything  so  much. 

While  I  was  in  Delhi,  my  friend  Tommy  St. 
Quentin,  who  has  published  an  excellent  volume 
of  recollections,  used  to  come  to  my  tent  to  meet 
a  prominent  salesman  of  Kashmir  shawls,  Manick 
Chund  by  name.  St.  Quentin  would  put  in  a  heap 
the  pieces  he  desired  to  purchase,  and  would  then 
demand  the  price.  Naturally  it  was  a  big  one,  Mr. 
Manick  Chund  was  not  in  business  for  the  beauty  of 
the  life.  My  friend  never  sought  to  beat  him  down, 
he  would  merely  offer  to  toss  him  double  or  nothing 
for  the  goods.  The  salesman  always  agreed,  and  St. 
Quentin  won  far  more  often  than  he  lost.  He  wanted 
me  to  buy  in  the  same  fashion,  but  the  stakes  were 
high,  and  I  had  no  taste  for  reckles3  speculation.  I 
preferred  to  get  to  the  nearest  approach  to  a  fair 
price  that  Mr.  Manick  Chund  found  attractive. 

Then  came  the  great  event  in  every  sportsman's 
I  life— the  first  tiger  shoot.    My  first  tiger  was  driven 
up  to  me  at  Jeypore— it  was  an  exciting  moment, 
I  think,  for  both  of  us.    At  Ulwar,  the  place  of 
our  next  visit,  we  had  sambur  shooting,  and  I  got 
another  tiger.    I  remember  while  after  sambur  hear- 
ing a  melancholy  howling;    this  was  from  a  boy 
jwho  was  carrying   the   Maharajah's    sacred   water 
Ifrom  the  Ganges,  and  seemed  to  find  his  job  depres- 
Ising.    After  that  we  went  to  Darjeeling  and  drove 
jup  there  in  gharries,  I  should  think   one  hundred 


u 


38  Memories  of  Sixty  Years 

miles,  then  rode  up  the  hills,  from  great  heat  on  the 
plains,  to  an  altitude  of  10,000  feet  and  frost.  From 
Darjeeling  we  visited  Bhutan  and  the  frontier,  staying 
a  fortnight  in  the  shadow  of  the  rose-tinted  snow 
peaks  of  Kinchingjunga.  I  remember  riding  from 
the  plains  in  a  temperature  of  90°  in  the  shade, 
right  away  into  10°  in  a  few  hours. 

When  we  had  concluded  our  stay  there  we  went 

down  to  the  Brahmaputra  and  joined  a  party  of 

sportsmen  going  to  shoot  tiger  in  the  country  of 

the  Maharajah  of  Cooch  Behar.    To  get  there  Aber- 

crombie  and  I  were  three  days  and  nights  earned 

in  palanquins.     We  had  an  escort  of  a  hundred 

men,  bearers  and  torch-bearers,  and  on  the  mornmg 

of  our  arrival  in  camp  started  our  hunt  on  elephants. 

I   remember  lending  an  old   rifle  with  four  back 

sights  to  a  sportsman  who  was  still  older  than  the 

gun,  and  I  am  glad  I  did,  for  a  tiger  in  the  grass 

close  to  me,  which  I  could  not  see,  bolted  across 

an  opening  and  was  killed  at  a  distance  of  100  yards, 

shot  dead  in  the  head  by  my  friend.    There  vsere 

four  sights  for  the  100  yards  1 

We  were  seven  guns  in  all,  and  the  game  m- 
eluded  buffalo,  antelope,  and  deer.    One  day  five 
of  the  party  went  out  to  shoot  buffalo,  and  I  re- 
mained behind  with  the  officer  who  was  managing 
the  shoot ;    we  had  to  arrange  for  the   next  camp. 
A  prairie  fire  was  burning.    I  was  on  an  elephant, 
and  we  were  wandering  along  by  the  side  of  a  river. 
The  elephant  became  very  restless,  and  my  mahout 
said  there  was  a  tiger  in  the  grass  close  to  me.    We 
got  do>vn,  set  a  light  to  the  prairie,  and  then  rode 
across  the   river.     We   saw   the  tiger  come  dovn 
four  or  five  hundred  yards  away  above  us,  swim 
gracefully    across,    and    disappear    into    the    thick 
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growth  by  the  bank.  Just  then  our  party  came  in 
sight  on  the  track  of  a  wounded  buffalo.  We  formed 
a  line,  put  one  man  under  the  bank,  to  get  a  shot 
if  the  tiger  went  away  across  the  river,  and  then 
beat  the  grass.  I  was  not  a  little  startled  when  the 
tiger  sprang  on  to  the  head  of  my  elephatit.  Happily, 
the  shaking  was  not  too  severe ;  I  fired  at  close 
range,  and  the  tiger  went  down.  I  shot  seven  in  all 
during  that  trip,  but  unfortunately  the  skins  were 
badly  cured  and  perished. 

I  had  some  good  mahsir  fishing  too;  a  friend 
and  I  caught  thirty  fish  on  three  mornings  be- 
fore going  out  shooting.  They  took  the  fly  on 
a  salmon  rod.  My  friend  Hewitt  caught  the  biggest 
with  a  spoon;  it  weighed  64  lb.,  and  I  gaffed  it  for 
him.    Unfortunately  mahsir  are  not  fit  to  eat. 

We  went  down  the  Brahmaputra  to  Calcutta, 
and  thence  to  Madras,  where  there  was  a  famine 
camp,  and  we  saw  the  poor,  starved  people  brought 
down  by  rail  to  the  feeding  camps  by  the  shore. 
We  went  on  to  Tuticorin  and  caught  boat  to 
Ceylon,  of  which  my  friend.  Sir  William  Gregory, 
was  Governor.  We  went  to  Kandy  and  Nuwara 
Eliza.  From  the  latter  we  saw  Adam's  Peak,  and 
then  on  to  Point  de  Galle,  where  was,  I  remember, 
a  planter  called  Elphinstonc,  who  kept  hounds ;  with 
these  we  often  went  hunting  elk.  Thence  I  came 
home  by  way  of  Venice. 

This  has  been  a  very  sketchy  chapter— just 
memories  to  which  I  can't  possibly  do  justice. 
But  to  the  sportsman  there  will,  I  hope,  be  some- 
thmg  in  the  dry  bones  of  narrative,  and,  after  all, 
the  fine  descriptive  writing  that  helps  the  dry  bones 
to  live  has  been  done  a  hundred  times  by  men  who 
have  the  gift  of  writing. 
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COURTSHIP,  MARRIAGE,  AND  EARLY  YEARS  OF  MARRIED 

LIFE 

I  MET  my  future  father-  and  mother-in-law  for 
the  first  time  at  Tay  mouth,  Lord  Breadalbane's 
place  in  Scotland.    I  must  have  been  about  six- 
and-twenty  at  the  time.    Lord  Rosslyn  had  married 
the  widow  of  Colonel  Charles  Henry  Maynard,  only 
son  of  the  fifth  Viscount  Maynard,  and,  as  the  son 
died  a  few  months  before  the  father,  the  Maynard 
estates  devolved  upon  my  future  wife.  Miss  Maynard, 
who  was  only  two  or  three  years  old  when  she  became 
an    heiress.     She    had    one    sister,    Blanche    (Lady 
Algernon  Gordon-Lennox),  three    half-sisters— Milli- 
cent,  Duchess  of  Sutherland,  the  late  Countess  of 
Westmorland,  and  Lady  Angela  Forbes— and  two 
half-brothers,   the    present    Lord   Rosslyn  and  the 
late  Fitzroy  Erskine.    I  think  the  late  Lord  Rosslyn 
was  the  most  distinguished,  aristocratic  and  agree- 
able man  of  his  generation— certainly  I  never  met 
anybody  more  attractive.     We  became  great  friends 
at  Taymouth  Castle,  and  he  invited  me  to  Easton 
for  the  coming-out  ball  of  his  elder  step-daughter. 
I  remember  the  occasion,  how  beautiful  the  place 
looked,  and  how  exquisitely  charming  the  heroine 
of  the  hour.     I   don't  suppose  it  is  a  State  secret 

if     it    is    I    apologise    beforehand  —  that    there 

was  some  thought  of  a  marriage  between  Prince 
Leopold  and  Miss  Maynard.  Lord  Beaconsficld  and 
Lord    Rowton   (Montagu    Cony)    were    the    prime 
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movers,  and  Queen  Victoria  took  the  friendliest 
I  interest  in  her  possible  daughter-in-law.  Miss  May- 
jnard  did  not  assist  them  in  their  project,  and  the 
Iproposed  arrangement  came  to  nothing.  But  at 
iCIaremont,  near  Esher,  where  she  was  on  a  visit, 
land  I  chanced  too  to  be  a  guest,  we  improved  our 
lacquaintance,  and  one  wet  day  out  in  the  park 
lunder  a  kindly  umbrella  she  accepted  the  suggestion 
[that  she  should  become  my  wife. 

I  may  mention  in  passing  that  Queen  Victoria 
[held  my  father-in-law  in  high  esteem.  She  liked 
Ihis  conversation  and  respected  his  judgment;  his 
poetic  and  literary  attainments  also  appealed  to 
her.  He  was  a  particularly  fine  judge  of  cattle 
and  horses,  and  when  he  was  at  Easton  any  farmer 
or  dealer  with  a  good  horse  for  sale  would  make 
rule  of  riding  or  driving  it  within  view  of  his  study. 
JBusiness  was  safe  to  result.  There  was  a  story  going 
about  to  the  effect  that  Lord  Rosslyn  and  I  did 
not  get  along  well  together  after  I  married  his  step- 
iaughter,  and  the  Prince  of  Wales,  who  loved  a 
joke,  said  to  him  one  day  before  a  group  of  friends, 
pWell,  Rosslyn,  I  hear  that  you  are  very  much 
afraid  of  your  son-in-law."  "  I'm  not  nearly  so 
much  afraid  of  him  as  I  am  of  you.  Sir,"  was  the 
juiet  reply.  "  How  is  that  ?  "  asked  the  Prince, 
rl  never  know.  Sir,  what  you  are  going  to  say 
Wt,"  was  Lord  Rosslyn's  neat  retort,  and  the 
?rince,  always  a  sportsman,  joined  in  the  laugh. 

There  are  countless  stories  about  Lord  Rosslyn, 
(v'hose  fiery  temper  was  checked  by  a  very  keen 
lense  of  humour.  He  had  a  favourite  donkey,  and 
lie  arranged  with  the  Rev.  Mr.  Tufnell  at  Little 
Easton  Vicarage  that  the  animal  should  graze  in 
Ihe  paddock  there.     One    morning   news   came    to 
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the  Lodge  that  the  gate  of  the  paddock  had  been 
left  open  and  the  favourite  had  strayed,  no  man 
knew  whither.  A  hue  and  cry  was  raised,  but  nothing 
could  be  seen,  and,  in  a  towering  rage,  Lord  Rosslju 
strode  down  to  the  Vicarage  where  he  found  Mr, 
Tufnell  in  his  garden.  ,  .    ,    j 

"  Here's  a  nice  state  of  things,"  roared  his  Lord- 
ship :  "  you  undertake  to  look  after  m>  donkey,  and 
then  the  paddock  gate  is  left  open."  The  vicar 
volunteered  some  explanation,  but  his  visitor  was 
far  too  angry  to  listen.  "  I've  had  the  park  senrchcd 
and  all  the  lanes  scoured,  and  there  isn't  a  sign  of 
him,"  he  stormed;  "the  poor  beast  will  be  half 
way  to  Newmarket  by  now,  I  expect." 

"  That's  what  I've  been  thinking,"  admitted  the 

parson.  ,  t    j 

"What  do  you   mean,   sir?"    thundered  Lord 

Rosslyn. 

"  You  see,"  replied  Mr.  TufneU,  ''  there's  a  rac^ 
meeting  starting  to-morrow  at  Newmarket,  and 
every  ass  in  the  neighbourhood  will  get  there  if  it 
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can.  ^  . 

Lord  Rosslyn  was  a  fiery-tempered  man  who 
took  a  certain  interest  in  Newmarket,  bu  above 
all  things  he  loved  a  prompt  retort,  even  at  his 
own  expense.  He  burst  out  laughing,  shook  Mr. 
TufncU's  hand,  and  returned  home.  On  the  follow- 
ing morning,  Mr.  Tufnell  received  a  note  from  the 
Lodge,  and  opening  it  read :  "  Asinam  meavi  recup- 

fraui.— Rosslyn." 

Our  engagement  was  announced  by  Miss  May- 
nard's  mother.  Lady  Rosslyn,  at  a  ball  at  Grosvenor 
House,  and  we  were  overwhelmed  with  congratu- 
lations. I  remember  shortly  afterwards  riding  down 
the  Row  with  Lord  Ross1>ti,  my  fiancee,  and  hei 
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I  sister  Blanche  (Lady  Algernon  Gordon-Lennox).     I 
[was  on  a  very  smart,  quick,   thoroughbred  hack. 
jCantering  to  the  end  of  the  Row  we  turned  to  come 
[back,  and   my  thoroughbred        ■>   so  quick   about 
jit  that  he  fairly  whipped  m.      .  .    Fortunately,  I 
Ikept  the  reins  and  jumped  on  again  so  speedily 
I  that  none  of  my  party  noticed  the  accident;  but 
my  friend,  Colonel  Oliver  Montague,  who  liad  been 
[sitting  under  the  trees,  had  seen  it,  and  at  a  dance 
[that  night  reproached  Miss  Maynard  for  taking  so 
llittlc  interest  in  her  new  possession  and  his  fortunes. 
iBut  for  his  chaff  she  would  not  have  known  that  I 
had  come  momentarily  to  grief.    Our  engagement 
[was  not  a  long  one,  and  would  have  been  briefer 
istill  had  not  Lord  Rosslyn's  boys  chosen  that  time 
[to  indulge  a  foolish  fancy  for  measles,  but  the  great 
{day  came  at  last,  and,  though  both  bride  and  bride- 
Igroom  would  have  preferred  a  quiet  ceremony,  we 
[deferred  to  the  wishes  of  others,  and  were  married 
[in  Westminster  Abbey,  in  the  presence  of  a  large 
Igathering   of  friends,    relations,    and    most   of  the 
[tenants  of  our  estates.    The  Duke  of  Albany  was 
Imy  best  man,  and  the  bridesmaids  were  a  numerous 
[and  a  very  charming  bevy  of  ladies.    As  we  were 
leaving  the  Abbey  I  heard  a  voice  remark,  "He's 
forgotten  his  hat."    I   realised   at  once  for  whom 
the  personal  pronoun  stood,   and   was   relieved   to 
[find  that  Miss  Charlotte  Knollys,  always  kind  and 
thoughtful,  had  spotted  the  missing  headgear,  and 
cared  for  it  until  she  could  give  it  back  to  me.     Un- 
fortunately, our  marriage  was  a  crowded  ceremony, 
md  I  think  Miss  KnoUys's  knowledge  of  silk  hats 
v&s  in  the  rudimentary  stage,  for  when  I  recovered 
^t  the  hat  looked  as  though  it  had  met  with  several 
lecidents  and  had  been  finally  brushed  the  wrong 
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way.    I  was  not  proud  of  it  and  the  hat  itself  may 
well  have  felt  hurt. 

There  was  a  worse  trouble  in  store.    Our  old 

family  state  coach— a  gorgeous  affair  slightly  behind 

the  times-was  waiting  in  all  its  glory  to  take  us 

from  the  Abbey.    I  handed  the  bride  m  and  foUo^vcd. 

There  was  a  great  cheer,  and  the  well-fed  horses, 

rather  startled,  jumped  into  their  collars  witn  such 

good  will  that  the  elderly  traces— I'm  sure  they  must 

have  been  heirlooms— promptly  snapped,   and  we 

sat  there  helpless  until  rope  was  forthcommg  from 

the  house  of  a  kindly  publican  in  the  neighbourhood 

The  coach  was  almost  as  undignified  as  the  hat 

on  its  journey  to  the  house  in  Carlton  Gardens^ 

that  belonged  to  my  father  but  was  rented  by  Lord 

Rosslyn.    There  the  wedding  breakfast  was  scned, 

and  thence  we  drove  to  Paddington,  where  a  special 

train  was  waiting  to  take  us  to  Ditton  Park  on  the 

Thames,    lent   to   us   for   our   honeymoon  by  the 

Duchess  of  Buccleuch.    The  farewells  were  so  long 

and  tender  that  the  special  train  started  before  my 

mother-    and    father-in-law    had    time    to  leave  m 

comfort,  and  we  had  a  narrow  escape  from  taking 

them  with  us. 

We  were  not  left  long  in  our  agreeable  privacy. 
A  few  days  later  old  Lady  Ely,  so  well  kno^vn  in 
the  Royal  Household,  arrived  from  Windsor,  uith 
a  command  from  Queen  Victoria  that  we  should 
dine  at  the  Castle,  and  that  my  wife  should  wear 
her  wedding  dress.  I  can  well  remember  the  Queen 
passing  down  the  gallery  at  Windsor  with  Princess 
Beatrice,  receiving  her  guests  and  congratulating 
my  wife  on  her  charming  appearance  and  cxquisi  e 
costume.  After  dinner  the  Queen  retired,  and  while 
we  were  in  the  drawing-room  of  the  Royal  House- 


Early  Years  of  Married  Life       45 

hold.  Her  Majesty  sent  her  birthday  book  by  a 
Maid  of  Honour  for  me  and  my  wife  to  sign.  I 
came  through  the  ordeal  without  trouble,  but  my 
wife  a  little  carelessly  signed  "  Frances  Evelyn 
Majmard " ;  thereby  reminding  those  who  saw  it 
that  we  were  a  very  young  married  couple  indeed. 
The  mistake  created  quite  a  scandal  and  the  offend- 
ing word  had  to  be  erased.  I  should  think,  however, 
there  still  remain  some  traces  of  the  blunder. 

Shortly  after  my  own  marriage  I  attended  that 
of  the  Duke  of  Albany  to  the  Princess  Helen  of 
Waldeck-Pjrrmont.  The  ceremony  took  place  in 
the  Chapel  of  St.  George  in  Windsor.  I  think,  of 
all  the  beautiful  women  assembled  there,  perhaps 
the  most  lovely  was  Lady  Mary  Mills,  to  whose 
husband  I  had  recently  been  best  man.  Only  a 
few  years  later  I  was  to  be  one  of  the  pall-bearers 
at  the  funeral  ^f  the  bridegroom,  my  dear  friend 

he  Duke  of  Albany,  whose  loss  was  a  very  heavy 
blow  to  me.  I  remember  standing  at  the  head  of 
the  coffin  just  in  front  of  Queen  Victoria,  greatly 
overcome.  As  the  coffin  was  lowered  into  the  vault 
I  felt  a  hand  on  my  arm  and  looked  up.  The  hand 
was  Her  Majesty's,  and  she  looked  at  me  for  a 
moment  with  a  face  full  of  grief,  in  fashion  that  told 
me  she  realised  my  loss  as  I  realised  hers.  It  was, 
too,  or  so  it  seemed  to  me,  almost  an  involuntary 
recognition  of  my  long  friendship  with  her  dead 
son. 

What  a  wonderful  woman  she  was !  And  how 
thoroughly  mistress  of  herself  and  her  emotions ! 
From  her  I  never  had  aught  but  kindness  and  sym- 
pathy, and  yet  it  was  impossible  to  carry  on  a  con- 
versation with  her  and  remain  quite  at  ease,   for 

her  calm,  clear  gaze  seemed  to  read  your  inner- 
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most  thoughts.    History  has  yet  to  do  full  justice 
to  her  varied  gifts  and  strange,  commanding  nature. 

I  remember  some  time  before  Prince  Leopold's 
death,  at  a  time  when  he  was  lying  iU  at  Windsor 
Castle,  Lady  Waldegrave  gave  a  wonderful  ball  at 
Strawberry  HiU.  The  ladies  were  aU  masked.  I 
danced  once  with  a  particularly  graceful  and  charm- 
ing unknown,  and  on  leaving  her  begged  her  to 
receive  as  souvenir  of  a  delightful  occasion  the  beau- 
tiful gardenia  I  was  wearing.  The  offering  was 
silently  accepted.  On  the  following  day  I  heard 
that  Prince  Leopold  was  asking  for  me,  and  hurried 
down  to  Windsor.  There  I  came  in  for  unmerciful 
chaff  from  him,  for  the  fair  unknown,  of  ^vhose 
identity  I  had  not  the  slightest  inkling,  was  none 
other 'than  the  Princess  of  Wales  (Queen  Alexandra). 

In  the  days  when  I  had  not  been  married  very 
long  I  had  a  curious  Leger  week  at  Doncaster.  My 
friend  Michael  Herbert,  then  of  the  Paris  Embassy 
and  in  after  years  our  Ambassador  at  Washington, 
told  me  that  he  had  seen  Mr.  Bob  Vyner's  horse 
Lambkin  run  very  well  indeed  in  the  Grand  Prix, 
and  he  was  strongly  of  opinion  that  it  ought  to 
have  a  first-class  chance  in  the  St.  Legcr.  Now  I 
was  never  a  betting  man.  To  add  to  the  pleasure 
of  a  race-meeting  I  would  put  on  a  few  pounds 
here  and  there,  but  to  be  a  backer  of  horses  on  a 
large  or  regular  scale  never  appealed  to  mc  at  all. 
Yet,  as  Herbert  was  a  rare  judge  of  things,  horses 
as  well  as  men,  I  thought  I  would  take  him  seriously. 
So  I  booked  the  largest  bet  I  had  ever  made  in  my 
life.  I  took  4,000  to  800  about  the  Lambkin  for 
the  St.  Leger.  This  was  some  weeks  before  the 
race,  and  I  had  had  an  invitation  from  Sir  John 
Willoughby  to  stay  with  him  and  Captain  Machell 


Early  Years  of  Married  Life       47 

and  some  others  at  Doncaster  for  the  Leger  week. 

On  my  arrival  there  Captain  Machell,  meaning  to 

be  very  friendly,  said,  "Young  man,  you  will  no 

doubt  want  my  advice.    We  have  three  horses  in 

our  stables  here  —  Queen  Adelaide,  Harvester,  and 

Sir  Reuben.  I  advise  you  to  take  an  even  thousand 

I  about  our  three."    I  thanked  him,  and  said  I  had 

already  booked  the  biggest  bet  I  had  ever  made, 

and  that  I  did  not  propose  to  hedge.    Thereupon  he 

looked  at  me  as  though  pitying  my  ignorance  and 

I  left  me  to  my  fate,  but  on  Leger  day  I  remember 

his  coming  to  his  box  where  1  was  sitting,  a  few 

minutes  before  the  race  was  run,  and  telUng  me 

that  Fred  Archer  had  just   said   to  him   that   he 

I  thought  he  had  a  chance  of  a  win  on  Lambkin, 

and  that  on  the  strength  of  this  hint  he  had  backed 

jit.    I  don't  think  he  got  40  to  3  about  it,  anyway, 

I  for  people  were  beginning  to  put  the   money  on, 

land  I  had  the  pleasure  of  seeing  Lambkin  come  in 

la  winner.    Nor  was  this  all.    Shortly  before  another 

Irace  I  met  Sir  Henry  Calcraft,  and  he  asked  me 

|to  look  out  for  a  friend  of  ours  who  had  been  doing 

irery  badly  and  tell  him  to  back  Lord  EUesmere's 

lare  Belinda.    The   young    man,   duly   discovered 

and  instructed,  was  afraid  to  venture,  but   on  the 

ptrength  of  my  considerable  winnings  I   took  1,000 

to  100,  and  the  mare  brought  it  home  to  me  by  a 

head.    The  long  and  short  of    it  was  that  I,  the 

amateur  of  horses,  who  knew  nothing   about  form 

and  the  rest  of  it,  took  a  matter  of  £7,000  in  all  out 

rf  the  ring  that  week,  while  all  the  good  judges  were 

beavy  losers. 

I  remember  the  night  when  we  met  round  Sir 
lohn  Willoughby's  table  at  dinner  for  the  last  time 
pefore  the  party  broke   up.      It   was  a   distinctly 


I 


I'.l 


48  Memories  of  Sixty  Years 

gloomy  crowd.  Machell  and  Willoughby  and  others 
of  my  poor  friends  may  well  have  been  thinking 
of  settling  day,  when  suddenly  outside  the  dirang- 
room  window  we  heard  the  click  of  bones,  the  rattle 
of  a  tambourine,  and  a  company  of  niggei*  min- 
strels started  a  then  popular  music-hall  ditty  Nvith 
the  refrain,  harsh  but  significant,  "  Down  went  the 
Captain,  down  went  the  crew."  I  cannot  help 
thinking  that  some  heartless  wag  must  have  had 
a  hand  in  the  intrusion. 

I  did  not  talk  about  my  exploit,  but  rumour, 
with  her  hundred  tongues,  carried  it  to  the  ears 
of  my  father-m-law.  Lord  Rosslyn,  and  he  promptly 
warned  my  father  that  his  son  and  heir  had  taken 
to  the  wild  and  wicked  Ufe  of  the  turf.  So  my 
father  sent  for  me,  and  I  got  the  form  of  paternal 
address  that  was,  and  perhaps  is  still,  known  as  "a 
wigging."  But  it  is  astonishing  how  the  sting  of 
reproof  loses  its  power  to  penetrate  when  the  hide 
of  the  reproved  is  cased  in  seven  thousand  sove- 
reigns. I  had  had  the  beginner's  luck,  that  curious 
measure  of  fortune— I  won't  call  it  good  fortune- 
that  makes  so  many  young  men  believe  that  they 
are  bom  under  a  lucky  star,  and  have  cnly  got  to 
throw  the  weight  of  their  instinct  against  the  ring 
to  break  it  to  pieces.  Fortunately  for  me,  I  had 
no  illusions  and  the  turf  has  never  done  me  any 

harm. 

I  recall  one  curious  experience  only  a  few  years 
ago  in  connection  with  horse-racing.  My  wife  had 
a  maid  whose  young  man  was  in  some  racing 
stables.  One  day  the  maid  told  her  that  she  had 
received  information  about  a  double  event  for  the 
Lincoln  and  Grand  National,  that  it  came  from 
somebody  who  never  put  her  wrong,  and  she 
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gloomy  cjrowd.    Machell  ai^d  Wfll<i«ghby  And  «?- 
ctf  my  poor  friends  nmy  well  bRve  bc«fi  th»-: 
of  settling  cliy.  whrt-i  jinJdit'y  -wisWe  the  d 
room  window  -ift:  h<  4»«i  im  ;  IwJt  <>f  bones,  tb*-  - 
©^  A  tamboariw ,   atjd  »  vp^imny  of  iwgg*?^ 
ffarels  start«<l  *  ttwa  |5i>|/wto«  music-hall  ditty 
tW^  refmm,  b«f>»h  but  m:     '     «»i,  *'  Bovti  vrr^ 
■C-*pt*i».    «iowft    •R'KUt-  t*v     ■  ..,.v."    I    canno-- 
#»^k^  tl»l  ««ii»   ti^iwrtlt'W  W8f  must  ha* 

1  #i  mt  fallf  aMil  my  exploit,  but  r 
witli  hvf  hmdrrd  UmgtwH,  carried  it  to  U 
ef  my  fatlwr-in-kw.  Lord  Rosbiyn,  am!  hi^  p- 
wamttl  n»y  fMivct  that  his  son  and  heii  ha^ 
to  thf?  wild  and  ^ickt^J  hfe  of  the  turf. 
.fetl?f-r  n'-nf  tf't  u^,  .  ■  "  "ot  *.h<'  foi'rn  of  v 
ft-^ '•     >  {hut  wn*,  r,T.  -  IS  sliii,  knov.: 

•  ^  ,         iiii*    it    r-  .■■■■  -iif   how   tlif 

Kptt^f  fejggpf  it^  pi»wa'  t*»  }H-nptmte  when  ^ 
i^  thit'  rt-prov'-d  iss  CA^'d   in    scvtn  tiiouisiir: 
reign*.-     I  tod  «tad  *hp  ?  ■  .j^inner'ji  luck,  ths- 
tucasuTC  of  h-rtunt^  -1  v,v  it  oail  it  ^ckkI  t 
H!«l   iftftke.  ?*a  niuny  young  nwit  heheve  > 
,      ItofU  under  a  lucky  star,  aral  have  oji! 
;    ,w  tikt  'Wfiffht  of  their  instinct  against   ■ 
.■-■,-   '—:':•    :j,  to  pies-fi-     Forturuitely  for  ir;' 
Kf.  ,4    'tnrl   t?i:'   turf  iuiS  never  <J(m« 

■  pKcal!  one  cturkMit.  *:'Xi>efif-noe  onH'  a  '^ 
ago  in  cont-t'<;tion  wjth  koj^ie-r-^cing.    My 
a     '-uaid    whose    yowng    rmia    was   in    «in 
HtAhl*-.     One  day  the  muid  told  her  thu* 
rt-i  <  s>for!ftatK>n  nl>t>u*   a  double  everr 

lati  r.J   tiri»nd    National,    that   it   »■• 

a^ftst-i'  •' ^"^  :•,;•■■.,.  rv'   ^•■•r  wppiig.  and ':v^' 
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my  wife  to  have  something  on  it.  So,  just  to 
gratify  her,  Lady  Warwick  put  a  sovereign  on  and 
told  me,  and  I  put  another.  I  was  very  ill  in  bed 
at  the  time  at  Warwick  Castle.  I  remember  so 
well  watching  some  British  workmen  mending  one 
of  the  towers  and  praying  that  Nature's  healing 
processes  were  not  modelled  on  those  of  the  sedate 
folk,  whose  labours— save  the  mark  I— I  could  watch 
from  my  window.  Well,  to  cut  the  story  short, 
each  of  the  horses  named  won  its  respective  race, 
but  the  first  was  disqualified  for  bumping.  The 
price  of  the  double  event  was  120  to  1  ! 

A  little  while  after  my  marriage  my  wife  and  I 
went  to  Blair  AthoU  to  enjoy  the  late  Duke's  lavish 
hospitaUty.    It  was  the  time  of  the  Atholl  gather- 
ing, the  great  annual  function  of  the  Clan.    On  the 
night    of    our    arrival    there   was    a   ball    for    the 
Atholl  Highlanders,  and  on  my  reaching  my  room 
the  butler  pointed  out  a  kilt  that  lay  on  the  bed 
and  said  His  Grace  would  be  greatly  pleased  to 
see  me  in  it,  because,  in  accordance  with  the  old- 
established  custom,  I  should  not  be  allowed  to  dance 
unless  I  wore  it.    Anxious  though  I  was  to  oblige 
my  host,  my  courage  didn't  stretch  to  a  kilt,  so  I 
decided  not  to  dance.    But  I  amused  myself  agree- 
ably enough,  and  at  8  a.m.   found   myself  in  the 
smoking-room  with  countless  Highlanders  and  their 
Chief.    The  Duke  took   his  toddy,   and  then   said 
he  was  gou^  to  bed.     "  Be  careful  with  the  tantalus. 
I  gentlemen,    he  said,  pointing  to  the  great  structure 
that  held  the  wine  of  the  country ;    "  if  the  lock 
snaps  It's  the  end  of  your  whisky.     Good-night." 
So  saying,  he  passed  out.     When  he  had  gone  one  of 
I  the  older  members  of  the  party,  who  was,  if  I  mav 
say  so,  fully  charged,  moved  a  resolution  that  there 
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was  a  stranger  present,  a  Sassenach ;   that  the  said 
stranger  had  invaded  BUir  AthoU  wearing  garnutits 
that  honest  Highlanders  must  hold  in  scorn ;  that  the 
outrage  could  only  be  mended  if  the  said  stranger 
were  taught  to  learn  the  value  o.  kilts  by  bdng 
deprived  of  his  ineffective  southern  substitute.    It 
was  a  dangerous  moment.    I  at  once  declared  my 
willingness   to    meet   the    mover   of  the   resolution 
then  and  there  in  combat.    He  hesitated;  otlurs 
urged  him,  but  at  that  moment  there  was  a  howl 
of  execration  that  filled  the  smoking-room.     A  young 
and    careless    hand    had  snapped  the  tantalus  M 
and  the  whisky  was  out  of  reach.    My  offence  was 
at  once  forgotten,  and  the  destroyer  of  the  High- 
lander's  proper  pastime  was  seized  by  a  dozen  angn 
neighbours.    Over  the  rest  of  his  experience  I  prefer 
to  draw  the  veil  of  decency  with  the  hand  of  dis- 
cretion. . 

In  the  early  years  of  our  mamed  life  my  wife 
and  I  hunted  regularly  in  Essex  and  were  both 
keen  followers  of  the  hounds.  One  morning  over 
breakfast  at  Easton  we  saw  an  announcement  in 
the  paper  that  Captain  Trotter,  Master  of  the  ^I(  ath 
Hounds,  would  be  selling  his  hunters  in  Dublin  on 
the  following  day.  Twenty-four  hours  later  \vc  were 
at  the  Shelbume  Hotel  in  the  Irish  capital,  where 
the  sale  took  place.  Local  buyers  and  dealers  were 
delighted  to  see  us,  and  put  the  prices  up  so  nurnly 
that  the  cost  of  the  five  hunters  wc  took  away 
with  us  ran  into  a  very  large  sum  indeed.  It  was 
the  time  of  the  Punchcstown  races,  and  there  was 
a  great  gathering.  Certainly  the  horses  were  good 
to  look  at,  but  in  the  Essex  country  tluy  put 
us  down  time  after  time,  our  banks,  ditches 
and   clay  plough   were   evidently   not   up  to  their 
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standard  of  quality.  I  would  have  given  a  hundred 
pounds  to  have  missed  the  paper  that  advertised 
them,  and  should  then  have  been  a  lot  of  money 
to  the  good.  But  our  journey,  though  we  were  only- 
two  days  away,  had  one  curious  incident. 

Ireland   was   in  a  very  distressed   state  at  the 
time.    Lord    Frederick    Cavendish    and    Mr.    Burke 
liad  lately  been   murdered   by  Fenians  in  Phoenix 
Park    and    extraordinary   precautions   were   needed 
to  keep  prominent  people  secure.     On  our  arrival 
in   Dublin   we   had   received   a    message   from    the 
Viceroy  inviting  us  to  dine  and  sleep  at  the  Vice- 
Regal    Lodge.    Lord    Spencer    was    Viceroy    then, 
nnd  was  known  as  "the  Red  Earl,"  by  reason  of 
his  full  red  beard,  while  his  charming  wife,  by  reason 
of  her  grace,  bounty  and  kindness,  was  known  as 
"Spencer's  Fairy  Queen."     In  the  evening  of  the 
day  of  the  sale  we  drove  to  the  Lodge  and  were 
received  by  an    aide-de-camp,  who   explained  that 
the  Viceroy  had  not  yet  returned  frr)m  some  official 
duty.    We  went  up  to  our  rooms  to  dress.     Mine, 
I    remember,  was   at  the  back  of  the  house  over- 
looking the  gardens,   and   while   I   was  dressing  I 
was    conscious    of    voices    and    altercation    in    the 
gardens  below.    I  looked  out  in  curiosity,  with  my 
I  back  to  the  light,  and  heard  a  voice  that  I  recog- 
I  nised   as  Lord  Spencer's  call  out  sharply,  "  Who's 
[at  the  window?"     I  replied  and  greeted  him,  and 
he  asked  me  if  I  would  shp  down  to  i'  c  aides-de- 
camp's  room  and   ask   one  of  them   to  come  out 
I  with  the  pass-word.    I  did  so  at  once.     It  transpired 
that  Lord  Spencer,  with  Lord  Hcadfort  and  others 
[of  his  party,   instead  of  coming   in   by  the   main 
lentrance,  had  taken  a  short  cut  through  the  gardens, 
•only  to  be  stopped  by  the  sentry,  who  refused  to 
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allow  any  of  them  to  enter  the  house  without  the 
pass-word,  which  not  one  of  the  party  chanced  to 
know.  The  sentry  was  quite  right.  It  was  not  a 
time  when  any  deviation  from  orders,  however 
slight,  was  permissible  or  even  safe. 

Turning  back  to  our  early  years  of  married  life 
at  home,  I  feel  it  right  to  say  that   much  nonsense 
is  written  about  the  land-owning  classes.     Very  few 
people   outside   the   Und-owning   circle    understand 
the  difficulties  and  responsibilities  of  administering 
an  estate    ^^nd  these  few  do  not  write.    If  my  n- 
collection   .  '    a   landloid's  troubles    is  particularly 
vivid  it  is  because  my  wife's  estate  is    largely  in 
Essex,  and  by  some  special   dispensation  of  Provi- 
dence, which  I  will  not  presume  to  understand,  when 
trouble   comes  to   England   it   always    hits  Essex 
hard.    Whether    it   be    m    the    form    of   Zeppelin 
raid    or    agricultural    depression.    Essex    is    bound 
to  suffer.    I  can  remember  how,  in  the  early  'eighties, 
it  was  hard  to  find  farmers  to  farm  good  land  and 
pay  the  outgoings,  and  how  during  the   subsequent 
years  of  acute  depression  wheat  was   down  to  £1 
a  quarter,  and  was  actuaUy  bought  for  less  in  some 
markets.    We  were  compeUed  to  farm   8,000  aercs 
or  more,  so  that  it  did  not  go  out  of  cultivation,  but 
the  undertaking  cost  £80,000.     When  land  recovered, 
taxation  was  on  the  up-grade  too,  and  the  prospects 
before  the  landowner  to-day  are  not  encouraging. 

Even  in  fairly  prosperous  times  the  landlords 
duties  are  not  of  the  lightest.  Questions  rdating 
to  estate  management  are  innumerable,  there  is 
constant  outlay  on  new  buildings,  drainage,  tree- 
planting,  gates,  fences,  and  repairs.  Rent  is  not 
an  elastic  thing;  very  old  tenants  expect  that  all 
changes,  if  any,  must  be  made  in  the  direction  of 
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a  reduction.  So  there  are  questions  for  solution  or 
in  the  making  all  the  time,  and  those  who  believe 
that  the  country  landlord  sits  at  his  case  receiving 
and  absorbing  large  sums  of  money  are  very  much 
out  of  their  reckoning. 

Our   difficulties   began   with   our   marriage,    for 
those   who    had   control   of   the    Maynard    estates 
during    my    wife's    minority    had    often    failed    in 
judgment.    It    became   necessary,    if   we    were    to 
keep    our    ter.  m^a,   to  raise  a  sum  of  ^70,000  in 
order   to   t'nrt    n^w   farm-buildings,    repair   estate 
roads,  an«i  su.  i*]^    ga-s  .  nd  other  amenities  that 
had  been  :  !!omcvI  i  :>  Ml  ii   o  ruin  or  decay.    Land 
needs  ♦!• '  <on.>tniit  prop  of  attention,  and  while  it 
:s  easy  t,>  I.ccm  a  '  ^iiig  (»neem  in  good  heart,  it 
is  a  pu  mlng' /  .'U'ilcss  end*  avour  to  pull  back  into 
order  nn  '^sl.  t '    hit  has  oeen  neglected.    Happily 
I  had  aiv\a^  s  '0^1  .  k-^r'iy  mterested  in  estate  work, 
and  was  al>lc   U-   he    of  practical  assistance  when 
my  wife  and  1  "lied  down  in  her  Essex  home.     As 
a  boy  I  had  been  about  a  great  deal  with  my  father's 
estate  agent,  a  very  capable  man,  who,  as  a  young 
officer  in  the   Crimean  War,  had  lost  a  leg.     We 
would  visit  every  farm  on  the  estate  together,  and 
he  gave  me  my  first  knowledge  of  tenants'  rights, 
crop  rotation,  allowances,  repairs,  improvements,  and 
all  those  other  matters  that  one   must  know,  on 
pain  of  makmg  many  foolish  and  costly  mistakes. 
I  did   not  regard  my  instructor  as  a  teacher  but 
as  a  friend,  and  I  suppose  that  is  why  I  learned 
my  lessons  well.    He  was  not  only  a  clever  man,  he 
was  a  game  one,  too,  and  thoi.gh  he  had  but  one 
leg   there   were  very   few   fencea   in    the    park    at 
Warwick  which  we  did  not  take  together  when  we 
were  riding  round  to  the  farms. 
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C  am  pleased  to  remember  to-day  that  in  a 
modest  fashion  I  have  always  done  my  very  best 
for  agriculture.  I  was  President  of  the  local  agri- 
cultural societies  in  Warwickshire  and  Essex  on 
several  occasions.  Once  1  was  President  of  the 
great  Bath  and  West  and  South  of  England  Agri- 
cultural Society,  an  institution  second  to  none 
in  the  country,  and  one  that  has  done  excellent 
work  for  upwards  of  half  a  century.  I  held  office 
for  the  year  of  1888,  succeeding  my  friend.  Lord 
Tredegar,  and,  if  I  remember  rightly,  Bridgwater 
was  the  place  chosen  for  our  annual  exhibition. 
I  was  Chairman  of  the  Dairy  Show  held  in  London 
at  the  Agricultural  Hall,  and  in  the  following  year 
was  elected  Chairman  of  the  Central  Chamber  of 
Agriculture,  representing  very  many  agricultural 
societies  throughout  the  country  and  meeting  in 
London  at  the  rooms  of  the  Society  of  Arts. 

In  my  year  of  office  several  questions  of  con- 
siderable importance  were  to  the  fore,  and  on  one 
occasion  there  was  a  very  large  gathering  of  repre- 
sentatives of  agriculture  to  discuss  Mr.  Walter 
Long's  proposed  regulations  for  limiting  the  speed 
of  motor  cars  to  twenty  miles  an  hour.  I  remember 
that  the  discussion  was  very  animated,  and  that 
there  was  an  amendment  moved  that  the  maximum 
speed  should  be  twelve  miles  only.  There  were 
nearly  two  hundred  delegates  present,  many  of 
them  being  men  who  represented  agricultural  con- 
stituencies in  the  Housj  of  Commons,  and  when 
the  votes  were  counted  i'.  was  found  that  the  nunibers 
for  and  against  the  amendment  were  just  even.  I 
felt  a  certain  amount  of  pleasure  in  giving,  as  Chair- 
man, my  casting  vote  against  the  amendment.  I 
do  not   say  that  the   Chambers  of  Agriculture  in 
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England  were,  or  are,  strong  enough  actually  to 
influence  legislation,  but  I  don't  think  they  would 
like  to  have  felt,  in  view  of  subsequent  develop- 
ments, that  they  had  once  pledged  themselves  to 
a  twelve-mile  maximum  limit.  In  fact  I  believe 
that  the  feeling  of  relief  was  very  great  for,  at  the 
dinner  following  the  meeting,  the  Chairman  of  the 
Farmers'  Club,  in  proposing  my  health  and  praising 
my  services,  met  with  an  enthusiastic  response 
from  those  whose  amendment  I  had  deliberately 
rejected.  I  think  they  already  felt  that  I  might 
have  saved  them  from  committing  themselves  to 
a  false  position.  I  remember  Henry  Chaplin  being 
at  the  dinner,  and  how  I  congratulated  him  on 
seeing  his  long-standing  views  on  Protection  taken 
up  by  Mr.  Joseph  Chamberlain,  and  having  every 
prospect  of  being  carried  out.  How  many  years 
ago  is  that  ?  But  Tariff  Reform,  at  time  of  writing, 
is  very  much  where  it  was. 


CHAPTER   IV 

MEMORIES   OF  PARLIAMENT,   POLITICS,   AND  FREE- 
MASONRY 

MY  first  appearance  in  Parliament  was  quite 
unexpected.     My  father,  who,  towards  the 
end  of  his  Ufe,  suffered   from  very   bad 
health,  had  been  ordered  to  the  South  of  France, 
and    I    was    staying    with    him    on    the    Riviera, 
when  I  had  a  letter  from  the    executive    of   the 
Somersetshire  Conservative  Association  to  tell  nie 
that   Major   Allen,    one   of  the   members  for  East 
Somerset   and    father    of    "  Philly "   Allen,    whom 
years    before    I    had    fought    at    Chalfont    School, 
was    about    to    resign.      There    were    two    Conser- 
vatives sitting  for  East  Somerset,  the  constituency 
then  embracing  East  Somerset,  Bath,  Frome,  Weston- 
super-Mare,  and  a  part  of  Bristol ;  the  other  member 
was  Sir  Philip  Miles.    The  important  mining  district 
of  Clutton  in  the  constituency  was  one  of  the  oldest 
of   our    family    properties,    and    the    Conservative 
Association  thought  that  as  I  was  well  known  to 
and  not  unpopular  with  the  miners,  I  might  secure 
their  vote  and  interest.    I  was  about  twenty-seven 
at  the  time  and  unmarried,  and  my  father  advised 
me    to   accept   the    invitation.    So    I    returned  to 
England  and  canvassed  the  constituency  with  great, 
I   may  say  with  needless,  energy,  for  when  Major 
Alien  did   retire   the   other  side   put  no  candidate 
forward,  and  I  was  returned  unopposed. 

The  Irish  troubles  then,  as  for  so  many  years 
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afterwards,  monopolised  the  attention  of  the  House, 
and  put  all  other  work  into  the  background.    Sittings 
were  prolonged  and  tedious,  but  there  were  some 
splendid    speeches.     The    best    and    most    eloquent 
I  ever  heard  at  Westminster  was  made  by  David 
Plunket  (Lord  Rathmore),  the  member  for  Dublin 
University,  and  some  time  First  Commissioner  of 
Works.    I'm  afraid  I  was  not  of  the  age  or  the 
creed  that  could  do  full  justice  to  Mr.  Gladstone, 
but  Pamell   made  a  deep   and   lasting   impression 
upon  me.    If  there   was   in  Parliament   a  patriot 
whose  life  was  entirely  given  to  one  end,  who  allowed 
no  incident  or  accident  to  deflect  him  from  his  set 
purpose,  who  never  spared  himself  or  stooped  to 
gain  the  approval  of  the  mob,  whose  whole  being 
was  wrapped  up  in  a  difficult  and  unpopular  cause, 
that  man  was  Charles  Stewart  Pamell.    Young  as  I 
was  I  could  not  help  feeling  that  this  figure,  standing 
for  something  it  was  my  duty  to  oppose,  stood  head 
and  shoulders  above  those  of  us  whose  object  in 
life  was  to  defeat  his  aims  and  ends.    Ireland  has 
produced  brilliant  speakers,  patriots,  wits,  men  who 
can  handle  the  cumbersome   machinery  of  parlia- 
mentary procedure  with  a  skill  and   facility  which 
even  their  opponents  acknowledge,  but  Ireland  has 
only  produced  one  Pamell,  and  none  but  himself 
can  be  his  parallel.    I  followed   his  career  to   its 
tragic  end  with  sincere  sympathy. 

I  fear  that  at  such  an  age  I  was  not  a  very 
good  representative  of  my  fellow-citizens  in  the 
House  of  Commons.  If  I  had  had  some  minor 
office  to  fill,  or  had  been  'wise  enough  to  concern 
myself  deeply  >vith  some  great  question  of  the  day, 
I  think  I  might  have  entered  more  keenly  into  the 
questions  of  which   so   many  were   waiting   for  a 
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solution.    I  have  a  feeling  that  too  little  is  done 
in  either  of  our  Houses  of  Parliament  to  encourage 
and  push  on  the  younger  men,  to  whom  nothing  is 
left  but  such  mechanical  duties  as  are  entrusted  to 
them  by  the  Whips.    After  all,  this  is  perhaps  only 
the  excuse  of  a  lazy  young  fellow,  but  it  is  hard 
to  be  wise  when  the  whole  world  is  before  you  and 
health    and   strength   are   given   you   to   enjoy  it. 
Knowing  my  case  was  hopeless  I  did  not  strive, 
and  I  may  add  that  when  the  death  of  my  dear 
father  took   me  from  the  Commons  I   left   West- 
minster,  seldom  or  never  to  return.    I   have  not 
sat  often,  and  perhaps  shall  never  sit  again,  in  the 
Lords.    My  attendance  as  member  for  East  Somer- 
set soon  suffered  from  a  purely  domestic  cause,  for 
in  the  early  days,  while  I  was  still  its  representative, 
I   became    engaged.    So   there    was    "pairing"  of 
another  kind  in  the  House  of  Commons,  and  as  a 
rule  I   deprived  the  Conservatives  of  my  support 
while  the  Liberals  parted  with  Mr.  Bradlaugh.    It 
was  generally  conceded  that  Conservatism  got  the 
better  of  this  bargain. 

Although  as  a  bachelor  I  had  identified  myself 
with  the  interests  of  my  East  Somerset  constitueney, 
I  found,  when  I  had  married  and  settled  down  at 
Easton,  that  I  could  no  longer  do  full  justice  to 
a  district  lying  so  far  from  home.    In  those  days 
there  were  no  motor  cars  to  annihilate  distance,  the 
journey  was  long  and  tedious,  and  the  business  of 
the  Easton  estate  demanded  a  great  part  of  my 
time.    So  I  resigned  my  seat  and  became  the  candi- 
date   for   the    Saffron    Walden    division   of   Essex, 
being    anxious    to    associate    myself   as    closely  as 
possible  with  the  county  in  which  my  home  lay.   A 
tragedy  upset  my  plans.    The  Conservative  iiKinber 


H! 


Parliament,  Politics,  and  Freemasonry  59 

for  Colchester   met   with   a    fatal  accident  in   the 
hunting   field.    The   Liberals   had    hit    Lord    Salis- 
bury's Government  hard  at  recent  by-elections,  and 
there  was  a  general  feeling  that  if  there  were  many 
more  defeats  at  the  polls  the  position  of  the  party 
would  become  critical.    As  soon  as  the  Colchester 
seat  was  known  to  be  vacant  the  Liberals  put  for^ 
ward    a    strong   candidate,  Sir  William    Brampton 
Gurdon,  of  Norfolk,  a  good  all-round  man,  popular 
landlord,  keen  sportsman.  East  Anglian,  and  some 
time  private  secretary  to  Mr.  Gladstone.     One  quiet 
Sunday  at  Easton  I  was  diskirbed  by  a  sudden  mes- 
senger from  the  Conservative  Central  Office  asking 
me  if  I  would  fight  the  Colchester  seat,  and  in  that 
case  if  I  would  come  up  to  town  at  once.     I  re- 
viewed  the   situation    rapidly.     With    Colchester   I 
had  never  had  any  political  tie,  my  only  association 
being  masonic,  as  it  was  there  I  had  been  installed 
Provincial  Grand  Master  of  Essex.    That  evening 
found  me  on  my  way  to  town,  where  I  had  an  inter- 
view with  the  Whips,  Mr.  Akers  Douglas  and  Sir 
William  Walrond,  who  told  me  that  my  address  to 
the  electors  must  be  published  by  Tuesday.    I  had 
the  necessary  preliminaries  arranged,  and  my  wife 
and  I   took  a   house   in  Lexden  Road,  Colchester, 
for  the  election  time.    Let  me  confess  my  debt  to 
my   wife.    She   was   the  very   best   of  canvassers, 
though  I  sometimes  wonder  what  sort  of  support 
a   Conservative   candidate    might    hope    to    receive 
from  her  to-day,  even  if  he  were  her  husband.    Her 
opinions  were  not  formed  then,  and  she  went  all 
over    Colchester    scoring    heavily    among    the    un- 
decided, to  the  great  chagrin  of  the  devout  Liberals. 
One  day  she  called  at  a  large  factory   when  the 
people  were  being  paid,  and  a  story  was  at  once 
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put  about  that  Lady  Brooke  had  driven  down 
with  a  sack  of  money,  and  that  the  wages  people 
came  away  with  were  not  really  wages  but  a  bribe. 
The  Liberal  organisers— or  some  of  them— being  ill- 
equipped  with  a  sense  of  humour,  actually  pro- 
tested I  There  was  intense  excitement  and  a  dis- 
orderly element  disturbed  our  meetings,  and  more 
than  once  compelled  us  to  drive  home  as  hard  as 
we  could,  while  the  panels  of  our  carriage  resounded 
to  the  thwacks  of  Liberal  sticks,  and  the  air  vas 
thick  with  shouts  and  yells.  But,  in  spite  of  these 
manifestations,  I  think  we  both  enjoyed  the  fort- 
night of  the  fight,  particulariy  on  PoUing  Day  (1888), 
when  the  count  revealed  the  pleasant  news  that  I 
had  been  returned  by  the  largest  majority  known 
in  Colchester  for  some  years.  Maidstone  returned 
a  Conservative  at  about  the  same  time,  and  these 
two  successes  gave  much-needed  encouragement  to 
the  Government.  Lord  Salisbury  wrote  me  a  very 
kind  letter  of  congratulation  as  soon  as  the  issue 
of  the  election  was  known. 

It  was  at  Colchester,  as  I  have  said,  that  I  was 
installed  as  Provincial  Grand  Master  of  Essex  by 
the  Duke  of  Albany,  who,  with  the  Duchess,  stayed 
at  Easton  on  that  occasion.  I  remember  that  Col- 
chester gave  the  Duke  a  great  reception,  the  military' 
lining  the  streets  and  the  pleasant  old  town  being 
en  fete.  After  some  years  of  office  as  Provineial 
Grand  Master— in  which  I  hope  I  gave  as  nuich 
satisfaction  as  I  received— I  entertained  the  Pro- 
vincial Grand  Lodge  at  Easton.  My  wife's  sister, 
Lady  Algernon  Gordon-Lennox,  was  staying  with  her 
then,  and  I  regret  to  have  to  say  that  both  ladies 
made  up  their  minds  that  the  time  had  arrived  when 
they  could  learn  all  the  carefully  guarded  secrets 
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of  Masonry.  Grand  Lodge  was  to  be  held  in  the 
library ;  they  thought  they  would  be  able  to 
secure  some  point  of  vantage  and  witness  the 
Unveiling  of  Isis,  or  whatever  else  there  was  to 
witness.  It  is  pleasant  to  be  able  to  record  that 
their  sinister  attempts  were  all  foiled.  Those  who 
had  the  privilege  of  guarding  our  secrets  were 
neither  to  be  bribed  nor  intimidated,  and  at  the 
end  of  the  day  my  wife  and  sister-in-law  knew 
just  as  much  about  Masonry  as  they  did  at  the 
beginning. 

We  had  a  banquet  in  the  evening  and  a  display 
of  fireworks  to  follow.  One  brother  mason,  who 
had  risen  from  the  dinner-table  in  a  rather  sleepy 
condition,  had  sought  a  comfortable  wicker  chair 
in  the  gardens  and  had  gone  to  sleep.  The  opening 
feu  dejoie  roused  him  to  horrified  wakefulness.  He 
felt  that  some  grave  danger  threatened ;  he  sought 
to  escape.  But  the  chair  would  not  part  with  him ; 
it  clung  like  a  garment,  and  the  poor  man  pro- 
ceeded on  all  fours  across  the  lawn,  looking  Uke  one 
of  the  minor  antediluvian  monsters,  until  some 
kindly  hand  took  away  the  all-embracing  chair  and 
restored  him  to  the  perpendicular.  My  wife  still 
declares  that  for  some  days  after  the  banquet  the 
gardeners  were  finding  masons  strewn  about  the 
grounds,  and  that  they  had  acquired  a  collectior 
by  the  end  of  the  week ;  but  I  am  delighted  to 
state  that  this  is  a  gross  and  unfounded  libel  due 
to  a  pardonable  disappointment  at  finding  the  secrets 
of  Masonry  inviolate.  Women  will  never  respect 
Masonry  while  they  are  excluded  from  all  partici- 
pation in  it,  but  the  masonic  hold  upon  men  does 
not  diminish.  I  remember  with  what  pleasure  I 
found  at  Nairobi  in  East  Africa  a  Lodge  where  the 
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work  was  carried  out  as  faithfully  and  well  as  it 
would  be  in  any  Lodge  at  home. 

Perhaps,  as  reference  to  Masonry  has  crept  into 
this  chapter,  I  may  be  permitted  a  further  digression. 
I  should  say  that  I  have  had  much  to  do  vith 
Masonry  in  my  time,  and  when,  on  the  deatli  of 
Lord    Lathom,   Lord  Amherst  was  appointed  Pro- 
Grand  Master  of   England,  I,  who  had  then  long 
been  Provincial   Grand  Master  of  Essex,  was  made 
Deputy-Grand  Master  of  England.    One  of  my  most 
interesting  duties  m   that  office  came  when  1  was 
sent  as  the  head  of  a  deputation  to  Germany,  to 
offer  the  congratulations  of    the    Grand  Lodge  of 
England    to    the    German     Grand     Master,    Prince 
Frederick    Leopold    of    Prussia,    and    the    German 
Freemasons    generally,    on    the     erection    of   tlicir 
Grand  Masonic  Hall  in  Beriin.     The  Boer  War  uas 
being   fought,    and   it    is  doubtful    whether   Gnat 
Britain  could  be  said  to   be  suffering   from  excess 
of  popularity    on   the    Continent.      I    was   accom- 
panied by  the  present  Lord  Egerton  of  Tatton,  Sir 
Terence  O'Brien,  late  Governor  of  Heligoland,  and 
two  of  the  Queen's  aides-de-camp ;    we  stopped  at 
a  hotel  in  Unter  den  Linden.     I  may  mention  that 
there  are  three  great  Masonic  Lodges  in  Germany— 
the  Three  Globes,  the  Royal  York,  and  the  Landes. 
All  were  represented  at  the  opening  of  the  splendid 
hall  that  held   5,000  people,  and  Prince  Frederick 
Leopold  sat  on  the  Throne.     I  fully  expected  tliat 
our   mission   representing   England    would   be  per- 
mitted  to  offer  the   first  congratulations,   but  the 
place  of  honour  was  given  to  Sweden.    It  was  ex- 
plained that  the  Swedish  representative  rcpres(nted 
the  King  of  Sweden,  while  we  only  represented  our 
Grand  Master,  the  Prince  of  Wales,  who  was  not 
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the  Sovereign  but  merely  the  Grand  Master.  I  have 
always  thought  that  etiquette  was  strained  a  little 
on  this  occasion  in  order  to  snub  England.  How- 
ever, I  had  no  authority  to  protest,  so  I  was  con- 
tent to  enjoy  the  sight— a  striking  one  enough. 
Following  came  a  banquet  at  which  a  portrait  of 
the  Kaiser  was  unveiled,  and  speeches  were  made 
between  the  courses.  It  was  not  at  all  easy  to 
address  a  large  audience  while  waiters  were  busy 
and  noisy.  Prince  Frederick  Leopold  was  good 
enough  to  ask  me  for  a  copy  of  the  speech  I  had 
endeavoured  to  make  in  the  most  cordial  terms 
to  German  brother  masons. 

On  the  day  following  the  banquet  we  were  re- 
ceived at  the  Palace  at  Potsdam,  and  enteitaineti 
at  dinner  by  Prince  Frederick  Leopold  and  his 
wife.  Nothing  could  have  exceeded  the  kindness 
we  received.  After  dinner  I  found  myself  sitting 
next  to  an  old  general  of  artillery  whose  broad 
chest  was  crowded  with  decorations.  "General," 
I  remarked,  "  I'm  afraid  that  where  the  Boer  War 
is  concerned  there  is  not  much  sympathy  for  Eng- 
land over  here,  but  I'd  like  to  know  your  views." 
He  thought  for  a  moment  and  remarked  :  "  I  con- 
gratulate you  most  heartily  on  the  bravery  of  your 
officers."  This  was  not  a  large  statement,  but  it 
was  a  welcome  one,  for  at  home  a  part  of  our  Press 
had  been  writing  as  though  our  ofliccrs  were  beneath 
contempt.  I  may  remark,  before  leaving  the  ques- 
tion of  Masonry,  that  when,  following  King  Edward's 
accession  to  the  Throne,  the  Duke  of  Connaught 
was  made  Grand  Master  of  England,  he  had 
to  give  up  among  his  decorations  those  that 
belonged  to  him  as  representative  of  Germany  in 
iJigland,  and  I   was  asked    to   accept    the    official 
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position  of  representative  in  this  country  of  Germany's 

masons. 

When  I  had  beaten  Sir  Brampton  Gurdon,  at  tlu 
by-election,  and  increas' d  the  Conservative  majority 
considerably,  I  was  rather  popular  with  my  party.    In 
order  to  acknowledgt  some  really  hard  work  and  pay 
me  a  pleasant  compliment  Mr.  W.  H.  Smith,  Leader 
of  the  House,  sent  for  me  and  told  me  I  should 
second  the  Address  to  the  Throne  when  Parliament 
re-opened.    Among    the    various    subjects    referred 
to  in  the  Queen's  Speech  was  a  reference  to  the 
measure  by  which  landlords  were  in  future  to  pay 
tithe  direct.    Hitherto  the  farmer  had  paid.    For 
most    landlords   this    new   obligation   was   a   verj* 
serious  matter,  and  as  there  was  a  talk  of  a  Tithe 
Redemption  Bill  I  asked  Mr.  Smith  if  the  two  Bills 
could  not  go  together.    He  assured   me  that  the 
Cabinet   had   decided   that   one   should   follow  the 
other,  and  I  was  content.     It  is,  or  was  in  those 
days,  the  custom  of  the  Leader  of  the  House  of 
Commons  to  give  a  dinner  before  Parliament  opens, 
a  dinner  to  which  the  Proposer  and  Seconder  of  the 
Address  to  the   Throne  are   invited   so  that  they 
may  hear  the  Speech  from  the  Throne.    I  went  to 
the  dinner,  heard  the  Speech,  and  was  disappointed 
to  find  no  mention  of  the  Tithe  Redemption  Bill. 
I  could  only  suppose  that  Government  had  deeided 
that  landlords  could  afford  to  wait.     After  dinner 
I   was   chatting  with  Mr.   Speaker   Peel,   whom  I 
knew  pretty  well,  as  he  was  member  for  War>vick. 
"  I  shall  be  catchmg  your  eye  to-morrow  after- 
noon," I  remarked. 

"Perhaps  you  will  not,"  he  repUed.  "I  hear 
the  Irish  Party  is  going  to  raise  a  question  of 
privilege." 
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I  made  further  inquiry  on  arrival  at  the  House 
next  day,  and  as  a  result  obtained  the  Whips'  per- 
mission to  leave  my  uniform  in  their  room  until 
required.  The  Irish  raised  their  question,  and,  for 
the  first  time  I  think  in  the  history  of  the  House, 
the  Address  to  the  Throne  was  not  moved  on  the 
first  day  of  the  Session,  and  I  went  about  com- 
fortably in  mufti  while  one  of  the  members  for 
Liverpool,  who  had  to  move  the  Address,  was  per- 
spiring profusely  in  regimentals.  Early  next  morn- 
ing I  appeared  in  uniform,  and  did  what  was  re- 
quired of  me,  a  eolourless  performance  enough, 
but  one  that  earned  a  few  words  of  congratulation, 
which  I  valued  very  highly,  from  Sir  Richard  Webster, 
the  great  lawyer,  who  afterwards  became  Ix)rd 
Alvcrstonc. 

It  was  while  I  sat  for  Colchester  that  I  learned 
the  wonders  of  the  annual  Oyster  Feast  at  which 
a  few  hundred  men  attack,  defeat  and  consume 
thousands  of  oysters.  Many  famous  men  have  re- 
vealed their  weakness,  or  one  of  their  weaknesses, 
on  this  occasion,  and  many  an  excellent  speech 
has  been  made.  I  remember  Dean  Hole  returning 
thanks  for  the  clergy  of  all  denominations  at  one 
of  the  banquets,  and  commenting  upon  the  changes 
that  had  taken  place  in  the  Church  since  he  was 
a  young  man.  "  Then,"  he  remarked,  "  there  were 
three  kmds  of  parsons-the  Nimrod,  the  ramrod, 
and  the  fishing-rod  parson." 

I  have  always  felt  that  in  this  country  there 
IS,  or  there  has  been  through  the  years  I  have 
known  best,  an  ever-growing  and  a  lamentable 
tendency  to  confuse  national  and  political  issues. 
It  has  often  been  my  experience  to  see  some  good 
plan  deliberately  shelved  or  rendered  useless  because 
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it  was  opposed  by  the  other  political  party,  and 
neither  side  is  guiltless  in  the  matter.     I  happen 
to  be  a  Conservative,  but  am  quite  willing  to  admit 
that  my  side  has  not  been  more  scrupulous  than 
the  other  in  past  years.    Looking  back  over  the 
long  season  of  my  association  with  Essex,  I  can 
recall    two    striking    instances    of   the    tendency   I 
deplore,  and  if  I  set  them  down  here  it  is  not  to 
rouse  ill  feeling  or  to  revive  old  scandals,  but  mcnly 
to  point  out  some  of  the  conditions  that  obtained 
in  the  past  and  should  not  be  allowed  to  obtain 
in  the  future.    Let  me  refer  in  the  first  instance 
to  Lord  Haldane's  Territorial  scheme.     I  was  brought 
up,  and  have  been  all  my  life,  associated  with  military 
matters;  they  have  always  interested  me,  and  Lord 
Haldane's  plans  for  county  organisation  struck  me 
at  once  as  being  admirably  adapted  to  the  notds, 
moods   and  temper  of  the   country.     So,   when  it 
was    put    forward  and   as   Lord-Lieutenant  I  was 
invited    to    assist,  I    called    a    public    meeting  in 
Chelmsford  and  took  the  chair.    The  audience  was 
a  considerable  one,  and  showed  a  keen  interest.    As 
the  scheme  matured  I  worked  hard  at  it,  my  heart 
being  m  the  task,  but  throughout  the   county  of 
Essex  few  of  the  members  of  Parliament — though  I 
remember  my  old  friends.  Colonel  Mark  Lockwood 
(Lord  Lamboume)  and  Mr.  Pretynian,  were  excep- 
tions—appeared on  the  public  platform  in  support. 
I  have  no  wish  to  criticise  other    members  for  our 
county,  but  I  cannot  help  thinking  that,  consciously 
or  unconsciously,  they  were    placing  party  politics 
before  national  policy.     I  don't  suppose  I  share  many 
of  Lord  Haldane's  political  convictions,  but  I  recog- 
nised, and  still  recognise,  the   truth  that  as  a  first 
step  in  the  direction  of  securing  the  national  safety 
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this  idea  deserved  success  on  its  merits  without 
reference  to  politics.  Great  soldiers  whose  names 
command  the  respect  of  all  classes  have  testified 
to  the  value  of  Lord  Haldane's  scheme,  but  every- 
body  who  has  studied  the  question  knows  that  it 
was  crabbed  by  the  politicians,  particularly  by 
the  advocates  of  compulsory  military  service  which 
was   at   that    time    unacceptable    to    the    national 

Tt  "'i'  T.  t'f  ^^'f  *^^  voluntary  group  system 
of  Lord  Derby  brought  about  a  peaceful  revolution 
and  prepared  the  people  for  what  was  to  come, 
but  If  Lord  Haldane's  scheme  had  received  the 
general  support  it  deserved,  the  terrible  stress  of 
the  first  few  months  of  the  Great  War  might  have 
been  far  less  awful  than  it  was.  I  fear  we  are  learning 
to  take  politics  too  seriously  and  national  needs 
not  senously  enough  in  this  country. 

Another  question  occurs  to  me  as  I  write.  Some 
few  years  ago  it  was  found  that  phthisis  was  greatly 
on  the  increase  m  Essex,  and  that  the  county  and 

S  it      A     T  """"'  '"'''  ^'^""«  ^^'y  adequately 
with  It.    A  scheme  was  put  forward  to  deal  with 

lung  trouble  with  the  aid  of  open-air  shelters,  Tnd 

as  Kmg  Edward,  then  lately  dead,   had    been  so 

keenly    mterested    in    all    hospital    work,    it    was 

decided    o  establish  these  shelter  as  a  King  Edwird 

Memorial.    I  went  into  the  matter  thorougWy   took 

s  eps  to  arrange  meetings,  and  went  to  toln    o  set 

and  :tf^T   ''  *'^  ''^^^^  Government  Boa'd 
and  ask   for  Government   support   and   assistanro 
He  thought  highly  of  the  schTme,  and  saTd  t  "4" 
Go  on   collecting   for   yourselves   in    Essex^d 

he  P  rtr"'  ^"'  f""  ^  ^^^*  y«"  -««eS,  ^nd 
1  fu \l  .'^"'''^''  ^^^"'^^  ^  be  most  suitable- 
I  told  the  fnends  and  supporters    of   the  scheme 
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what  he  had  said,  and  we  had  laid  out  over  £000 
on  shelters,  collected  over  £2,000,  and  done  a  great 
deal  of  useful  work  as  well,  when  the  Government 
scheme  of  National  Insurance  was  introduced  and 
our  shelters  were  pronounced  unnecessary  and  use- 
less. So  all  the  energy  and  hard  work  had  availed 
us  little,  the  shelters  were  scrapped,  and  later  were 
replaced  by  the  same  thing  1  In  Wales,  where 
there  is  much  lung  trouble,  more  than  £150,000 
had  been  collected.  I  have  never  yet  heard  that 
National  Insurance  is  a  financial  success  or  that 
it  is  even  solvent  and  able  to  fulfil  its  contracts 
in  fashion  that  would  be  demanded  from  any  other 
insurance  company. 

Let  these  two  cases  suffice  me  here;    I  could 
mention  others  if  I  thought  the  point  I  have  raised 
had  not  been  pressed  home.    Perhaps  in  th-  hap- 
hazard days  just  before  the  War  it  sufficed  to  send 
every   political   idea   into  the   world   flying  party 
colours ;    in  the  future  surely  all  parties  will  have 
to  consider  programmes  in  the  light  of  State  interest, 
and  then  we  shall  be  able  to  work  good  plans  to 
their  proper  ends.    It  will  not  be  such  a  drastic 
change  after  all  when  seen  in  historical  perspective. 
I  cannot  remember  Lord  Beaconsfield's  times  very 
well,  though  I  was  a  young  man  before  his  career 
ended,  but  I  have  some  recollection  of  them,  and 
of  course   I  can  recall  the   Governments  of  Lord 
Salisbury  and  Mr.  Gladstone,  when  Lord  Harting- 
ton,  Lord  Granville,  Mr.  W.  H.  Smith,  Mr.  Chamber- 
lain, Sir  Stafford  Northcote  (Lord  Iddesleigh),  John 
Bright,  and  others  were  in  their  prime.    In  those 
times  there  was  political  competition,  but  outside 
the  arena  of  the  Home  Rule  question  there  were 
no  hatreds.    The  two  leading  parties  were  on  com- 
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paratively  friendly  terms,  the  great  hostesses  pre- 
served the  friendliest  relations,  the  British  Empire 
was  the  chief  concern  of  all  legislators.  I'm  not 
going  to  say  that  they  were  perfect  administrators, 
or  that  they  possessed  a  genius  for  effective  govern- 
ment, but  they  were  not  devoted  to  the  rather 
sordid  political  pastime  of  making  each  other's 
legislation  ineffective.  It  was  only  in  later  days 
that  the  new  spirit  began  to  display  itself,  to  the 
infinite  loss  of  the  best  kind  of  political  life. 

Though    I    have    carefully    refrained    from    any 
approach  to  regular  attendance  at  the  House  of 
Lords,  feeling  hke  so  many  men  who  have  sat  in 
the  adjacent  Chamber,  that  I  could  not  do  any- 
thing there  worth  doing,   my  interest  in  politics, 
nourished  in  the  old  East  Somerset  and  Colchester 
days,  has  never  faded,  and  I  have  always  hoped 
for  a  return  to  the  older  and  healthier  conditions. 
I  cannot  help  feeling  that  the  present  atmosphere 
of  the  House  of  Commons  is  not  going  to  continue 
to  attract   the   young   patriot    with    talents.     The 
struggle  for  recognition  is  too  fierce,  and  the  old 
amenities  are  passing  or  have  passed.    In  an  assem- 
bly of  nearly  seven  hundred  gentlemen  engaged  in 
admmistering  the  world's  greatest  Empire,  the  ques- 
tion of  party  politics  should  not  be  predominant. 
To-day  it  is,  and  I  can  only  feel  grateful  that  it  was 
my  good  fortune  to  sit  in  the  House  when  political 
iriendships  were  more  stable  and  the  more  virulent 
forms  of  political  hatred  simply  did  not  exist.     I  owe 
very  many  happy  memories  to  the  pleasant  conditions 
that  obtained  in  the  House  in  my  time ;  I  hope  that 
.lie  next  generation  may  see  a  revival  of  past  glories. 
1  have  always  felt  that  the    House  of  Commons, 
true  to  Its  great  traditions,  can  deal  with  any  prob- 
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lems,  internal  or  external,  that  may  arise.  But 
the  good  of  the  State  and  not  the  advantage  of  the 
party  must  serve  as  motive  power  and  driving  force 
to  those  in  office. 

I  don't  claim  that  these  views  are  right  because 
they  convince  me;  I  merely  say  that  they  are 
the  outcome  of  a  good  many  years  of  political  ex- 
perience and  of  opportunities  for  seeing  part  of  the 
governing  machine  that  is  not  always  exposed  to 
the  public  view.  If  the  Great  War  avails  to  turn 
politicians  into  patriots,  I  beUeve  that  the  Empire 
will  hold  its  own  in  the  future  as  in  the  past,  and 
I  am  optimist  enough  to  believe  that  the  change 
will  come  and  that  it  will  not  be  long  delayed. 

Permanent  and  other  officials  have  come  in  for 
a  great  deal  of  criticism  since  1914.    Before  that 
time,  even  a  Cabinet  Minister  hardly  dared  to  fall 
foul  of  the  permanent  staff,  because  there  is  scarcely 
a   Government  office  in  which   his  position  could 
not  have  been  made  untenable.    My  own  experience 
of  officialdom  is   that,   if  tactfully   handled,   it  is 
nearly  always  polite,  but  under  no  conditions  is  it 
easy  to  move.    When  I  was  sitting  in  the  Commons 
ior  Colchester,  the  town  wanted  some  gas  buoys  at 
the  mouth  of  the  Colne  to  facilitate  navigation  on 
dark  nights.    It  was  prepared  to  supply  the  gas 
and  keep  the  buoys  in  order  if  Government  Nvould 
give  the  buoys  ard  put  them  in  position.    Anxious 
to  help,  I  took  four  members  of  the  Town  Council 
to  Trinity  House  to  see  the  Master,  who  received 
us    with    kindness    and    even    entertained    us    at 
lunch.    He  explained  that  while  Trinity  House  col- 
lects dues,   and   is  considered  an  expert  collector, 
it  has  no  power  at  all  to  spend  any  of  the  money 
received.    He   suggested   that  I  should  go  to  the 
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Boare    of   Trade.    Now    the    Permanent   Secretary 
there  was  my  old  friend,  Sir  Henr/  Calcraft,  a  very 
dignified,   clever   man,    possessed    of   extraordinary 
tact,  and  a  personal  friend  of  King  Edward  VII., 
then  Prince  of  Wales.    How  often  was  his  judgment 
relied  on  in   intricate   questions,   and   how   seldom 
did  he  fail  in  a  just  appreciation  of  the  situation ! 
His  wisdom  and  discretion  were  a  household  word 
in  the  highest  circles.     It  was,  perhaps,  one  of  the 
defects  of  his  qualities  that  he  regarded  his  word 
as  law  and  his  ruling  as  something  beyond  appeal. 
At  the  same  time  he  was  a  good  fellow,  and  I  went 
to  him  on  this  little  matter  of  Colne  buoys  with 
every  confidence.      He  received  me  kindly,  listened 
attentively,  and  at  the  close  remarked,  "  I'm  sorry, 
my  dear  Brookie,  but  it  can't  be  done."    I  pressed 
him  for  a  reason,  but  he  offered  none.    His  ipse 
dixit  was  presumably  all  that  a  sane  man  should 
have  required.    Nothing   daunted,   though   a   little 
annoyed,  I  approached  Lord  St.  Aldwyn— Sir  Michael 
Hicks-Beach  as  he  was   then,  known  to  some  as 
"Black  Michael,"  less  on  account  of  the  colour  of 
his  beard  than  the  colour  of  his  temper.    Certainly 
he  was  choleric,  but  he  was  always  ready  to  deal 
with  a  matter  on  its   merits.    I   knew   him  very 
slightly,  but  as  soon  as   I   mentioned   the   matter 
he  said :    "  Come  down  to  my  room  and  explain  it 
all  to  me."    I  told  him  of  Colchester's  needs,  the 
inability  of  Trinity  House  and  the  reluctance  of  Sir 
Henry  to  help.    "  The  idea  is  quite  a  good  one,"  he 
said,  "and  the  town  shall  have  the  buoys  on  the 
terms  it  offers.    Leave  the  business  in  my  hands." 
He  was  as  good  as  his  word,  and  for  months  after 
that  I  thought  Sir  Henry  rather  avoided  me.  Happily 
It  takes  two  to  make  a  quarrel,  and  I  refused  to 
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be  one  of  them,  and  after  a  while  I  am  sure  J  was 
forgiven.  Permanent  officialdom  makes  for  the 
creation  of  a  type  of  mind  that  is  not  precisely 
progressive. 

I  should  have  long  forgotten  another  occasion 
when  both  my  wife  and  I  suffered  from  the  rude- 
ness of  an  official,  if  the  accident  were  not  associated 
with  a  very  interesting  event  in  our  family.    My 
eldest  son  Guy  had  left  Eton  and  was  at  an  Army 
crammer's  when  the  South  African  War  broke  out. 
He  was  very  keen  to  go  but  feared  that  my  uifc 
and  I  might  object  as  he  was  only  just  seventrcn. 
He  had  had  a  large  number  of  tips  at  various  times, 
generally    when    he   was   returning    to    Eton   after 
the  holidays,  and  he  had  not  spent  much  of  the 
money.    By  selling  his  fur  coat,  some  jewellery,  and 
his  guns  he  found  himself  with  a  couple  of  hundred 
pounds  or  so  in  hand.    So  he  took  a  second-class 
passage  on  a  steamer  bound  for  East  Africa  with 
the    intention    of  joining   Weston-Jervis   at   Beira. 
Before  doing  so  he   went  to  the   War  Office  and 
called  upon  our  old  friend  and  neighbour,  Sir  Evelyn 
Wood,  who  was  then  Adjutant-General.     He  asked 
bluntly  for  a  job.    "You're  too  young,  my  boy," 
said  Sir  Evelyn  kindly;    "we  can't  make  soldiers 
of  boys  of  seventeen."     "  I've  always  heard,  sir," 
replied  Guy,  "that  yo\'  took  part  in  the  Crimean 
War  when  you  were  sixteen."     This  answer  could 
not  be  met,  so  Sir  Evelyn  told  him  to  go  to  the 
Worcester  Regiment  at  Aldershot ;    he  was  then  in 
the  Militia,  and  if  the  Colonel  sent  a  favourable 
report,  he  should  be  allowed  to  go  out.    For  the 
next  two  or  three  months  he  was  with  the  mounted 
company  of  the  Worcestershires  at  Aldershot,  and 
we  then  heard  that  he  was  going  with  his  regiment 
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to  Africa  and  would  sail  from  Tilbury.  Thereupon 
I  went  down  to  the  Admiralty  and  asked  for  a 
permit  for  my  wife  and  myself  to  go  on  board  the 
troopship  and  say  good-bye  to  him.  Armed  with 
this  document  from  the  Embarkation  Admiral,  my 
wife  and  I  went  to  Tilbury  on  the  following  Sunday 
morning  in  terribly  frosty  weather,  and  found  the 
platform  roped  off.  When  Guy  passed  we  shook 
hands  with  him  and  then  waited,  stamping  our  cold 
feet,  until  it  should  please  the  little  junior  officer 
in  charge  of  the  embarkation  to  permit  us  to  go 
on  board.  We  waited  a  long  time,  cold  and  hungry. 
We  heard  the  clatter  of  knives  and  forks  on  board ; 
we  saw  our  butler  and  stud  groom  come  down  the 
gangway  wiping  well-filled  mouths.  They  had  found 
no  trouble  in  getting  permission  to  say  good-bye 
to  the  "  young  master."  Our  appeal  to  the  Embark- 
ation Officer  met  with  a  rejply  that  he  did  not  care 
an  anathema  for  the  Admiralty  permit,  and  would 
not  have  us  on  the  ship  !  So  we  went  very  dispirited 
to  a  small  public-house  near  the  docks  and  bought 
some  bread  and  cheese,  and  thought  unkind  thougiits 
about  that  officer  who  so  abused  his  "little  brief 
authority."  Only  when  the  ship  cast  off  did  we 
see  our  boy  leaning  over  the  ship's  side  smiling 
and  waving  his  hand  to  us.  I  reported  the  matter 
to  the  Admiralty,  and  received  a  note  to  say  that 
the  Admiral  of  the  Embarkation  Department  was 
afraid  that  the  Embarkation  Officer  had  shown  "  a 
little  too  much  zeal."  I  can't  help  thinking  that 
zeal "  IS  not  the  precise  term  I  should  have  chosen 
by  way  of  definition. 

In  1914  I  went  to  see  my  son  off  to  the  Great 
VVar  as  A.D.C.  to  General  French,  and  Colonel  Seely, 
then  Minister  of  War,  who  was  leaving  by  the  same 
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train,  said  to  me,  "Do  you  realise  that  your  boy 
has  seen  more  of  war  than  most  of  us  ?  "  I  sup- 
pose that  vras  true.  After  the  South  African  War, 
where  he  was  galloper  to  General  French,  he  went 
for  Reuter  to  the  Russo-Japanese  front,  and  was 
with  the  Russian  Manchurian  Army.  Later  he  was 
with  the  Turks,  and  after  that,  when  King  Alex- 
ander of  Serbia  was  murdered,  he  went  to  Belgrade 
for  a  paper  and  called  on  King  Peter  without 
showing  his  credentials.  The  King  said,  "I'm 
pleased  to  see  you,  but  I  can't  be  troubled  by  the 
newspaper  men — there's  too  much  to  do,"  and  forth- 
with had  him  driven  through  Belgrade  and  taken 
to  the  scene  of  the  assassination.  He  was  in  the 
Balkan  War  of  1913,  and  has  been  a  Brigadier  and 
a  Divisional  Commander  in  manoeuvres  in  Canada. 
So  I  suppose  Colonel  Seely  was  right. 
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CHAPTER   V 

SOME   SHOOTING   MEMORIES 

MY  early  years  were  given  to  amusement.  I 
suppose  it  sounds  shocking  nowadays,  when 
everybody  is  so  strenuous,  but  forty  years 
ago  things  were  different.  Social  problems  were 
apparently  unknown.  I  hadn't  heard  of  any,  and 
the  right  of  a  young  man  to  make  the  most  agree- 
able use  of  the  May-mom  of  his  youth  went 
unchallenged.  Nobody  suggested  that  I  was  a  lazy 
fellow  who  ought  to  be  getting  busy;  it  was 
understood  that  after  a  few  years  devoted  to  the 
more  expensive  forms  of  gaining  experience  the 
work-time  would  arrive.  In  the  interim  I  hunted 
a  good  bit,  I  could  sit  on  a  horse,  but  was  never  a 
finished  horseman,  and  I  shot  fairly  well  with  rifle 
and  shot-gun. 

I  suppose  my  love  of  sport  came  to  me  on  my 
mother's  side,  for,  although  my  father  was  a  good 
shot  and  enjoyed  sport  a  little,  he  never  gave  the 
foremost  place  in  his  affection  to  rod  or  gun.  On 
the  other  hand  my  maternal  grandfather.  Lord 
Wemyss,  was  one  of  the  finest  sportsmen  I  have 
ever  met,  and  I  always  remember  that  it  was  he 
who  gave  me  my  first  gun,  and  tliat  it  was  on  his 
moors  m  Peeblesshire  that  my  first  grouse  tumbled 
on  to  the  heather.  He  lived  in  the  days  of  the 
muzzle-loader,  when  sport  was  far  more  difficult 
and  the  big  bags  we  make  to-day  were  quite  un- 
known, but   he   contrived    to    establish  a  shooting 
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record  among  men  of  his  own  generation  by 
killing  a  hundred  brace  of  grouse  to  his  own  (muzzlr- 
loading)  gun  in  one  day.  He  shot  over  dogs,  and 
the  keeper,  who  was  loading  for  him  and  carrying 
the  bag,  fainted  towards  the  close  of  the  afternoon 
from  sheer  exhaustion,  quite  suddenly.  It  was  clear 
to  my  grandfather  that  the  dogs  were  worn  out 
too.  He  was  still  short  of  his  hundred  brace,  but 
was  a  man  of  resource.  He  helped  the  keeper  up 
and  sent  him  home  with  the  dogs,  hurried  back 
to  the  house,  wh'stled  a  black  French  poodle  that 
had  a  good  nose  and  would  rt;trieve,  and  thin 
hastened  back  to  the  moor.  He  had  to  do  Iiis 
own  loading  and  carry  his  own  game,  but  he  stuck 
to  his  job  and  turned  the  hundred  brace  before 
darkness  set  in.  He  was  a  great  sportsman,  all 
who  knew  him  united  in  doing  him  honour,  and 
it  was  not  only  on  the  moors  and  in  the  covtrts 
that  he  showed  his  prowess.  As  M.F.H.  he  sho^\cd 
the  best  of  sport,  and  was  a  hard  and  fearless 
rider.  I  think  he  hunted  for  many  years  the  Duke 
of  Buccleuch's  hounds  on  the  Border. 

He  lived  to  a  great  age,  somewhere  on  citlur 
side  of  his  ninetieth  year.  He  was  not  only  good 
to  watch,  he  was  good  to  listen  to.  His  experi- 
ences travelled  back  a  very  long  way  to  conditions 
that  have  long  ceased  to  obtain.  For  example,  he 
had  wonderful  stories  of  wild-goose  shooting  on 
the  shores  of  the  Firth  of  Forth  in  winter,  under 
conditions  chat  would  have  kept  all  but  the  keenest 
of  men  under  cover.  He  would  go  out  with  an 
old  and  well-trained  shooting  pony,  and  stalk  beside 
it,  much  in  the  fashion  practised  on  the  prairie 
lands  of  Western  Spain  by  men  who  are  hunting 
the  shy  and  wary  bustard.    It  was  his  custom  to 
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carry  his  heaviest  gun  highly  charged  with  slug', 
and  he  used  to  tell  me  that  after  a  single  shot  among 
the  geese  that  crowded  the  Firth,  he  would  pick 
up  as  many  as  the  pony  could  carry.  He  was  a 
splendid  shot  at  wood  pigeons,  and  when  I  was 
a  lad  staying  with  him  in  East  Lothian  he  gave 
me  many  a  fine  afternoon's  sport  in  the  autumn 
season.  We  would  stand  in  some  shelter,  generally 
a  rough  screen  put  up  for  the  purpose  by  the  edge  of 
a  wood,  or  in  a  ride  that  offered  good  views  of  in- 
coming birds,  and  we  would  wait  for  the  pigeons 
to  come  home  from  the  "  stooks  "  on  which  they 
had  been  robbing  the  farmer  until  their  crops  could 
hold  no  more  of  his  oats.  On  a  windy  day  the 
sport  was  wonderful  for  pigeons  flying  at  a  great 
pace,  and  as  they  do  not  come  in  all  at  once, 
gimfirc  does  not  frighten  many  away.  It  was  all 
high,  quick  shooting,  and  the  farmers  were  delighted 
when  my  grandfather  and  I  came  along.  Since 
that  time  I  have  shot  pigeons  in  the  same  fashion 
at  Easton,  and  in  the  late  autumn,  between  two 
and  four  o'clock,  I  have  several  times  killed  nearly 
a  hundred  birds,  but  have  never  succeeded  in  picking 
up  the  hundred,  although  I  must  often  have  knocked 
do%vn  many  more.  I  don't  believe  there  is  any 
sport  of  the  kind  to  equal  it. 

I  always  think  that  the  most  fortunate  incident 
in  my  sporting  life  has  been  that  my  grandfather 
stood  sponsor  to  it.  You  could  not  be  out  with 
him  for  long  without  learning  not  only  what  to  do, 
but  what  not  to  do,  and  if  you  could  satisfy  him 
you  could  feel  assured  that  you  had  graduated 
successfully.  The  generation  that  knew  him  best 
has  passed — more's  the  pity — and  there  is  no  record 
known  to  me  of  his  achievements,  though  if  he  could 
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have  set  down  the  story  of  his  sporting  life,  I  think 
it  would  have  become  a  standard  work.  My  gratitude 
to  him  began  when  I  was  a  schoolboy ;  it  has  lasted 
to  this  day. 

People  are  apt  to  think  that  shooting  has  be- 
eome  a  simple  matter  since  hammerless  ejectors 
and  sporting  powders  and  hand-reared  birds  have 
come  along.  I'll  admit  that  it  is  possible  under 
certain  conditions  to  kill  thousands  of  birds  with- 
out effort,  but  this  is  not  sport,  and  does  not  interest 
sportsmen.  Driven  grouse  and  partridge  in  a  high 
wind  will  take  care  of  themselves,  and  need  fear 
none  but  the  good  shots,  and  the  same  may  be  said 
of  really  high,  driven  pheasants.  In  my  experienee 
I  have  found  nothing  harder  to  hit  than  the  high 
pheasant  returning  to  his  feeding-ground  at  top 
speed  and  with  a  favouring  wind.  It  is  very  diffi- 
cult to  get  the  correct  angle  when  a  bird  is  high 
over  your  head,  and  as  they  drop,  or  curve  round, 
you  may  miss  many,  one  after  another,  and  never 
understand  precisely  why  you  fail. 

Deer-stalking  was  a  favourite  sport ;  "^y  brother 
Alwyne  and  I  would  spend  the  season  ir.  the  High- 
lands from  the  days  when  the  stags'  heads  were 
getting  clean  of  velvet  to  the  time  when  our  great 
quarry  began  to  roar  and  seek  the  hinds.  At  Glen- 
feshie,  in  Inverness-shire,  I  had  a  rather  remarkable 
experience  in  the  days  when  I  was  young  and  very 
hardy.  I  was  the  guest  of  Sir  Charles  Mordaunt, 
a  charming  host,  but  a  man  who  liked  to  have  his 
own  way,  and  one  who  disliked  infringement  of  his 
rules  and  regulations.  I  had  been  stalking  a  great 
deal  on  the  boundaries  of  the  forest  and  keeping  the 
deer  from  breaking  out  over  the  march.  Sir  Charles 
would   send   two   ponies   with   the   stalker,   and  if 
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more  than  two  stags  were  shot,  the  other  or  others 
would  be  brought  in  on  the  following  day.  Satur- 
day's limit  was  two  stags  in  order  to  avoid  Sunday 
work. 

One  Saturday  I  had  had   rather  a  thin  time. 
The    afternoon    had  come,  the  stalker  and  I  had 
been  very  hard  at  it,  but  wind  was  bad,  I  could 
not  get  another  shot — and   I  had  only  one  stag. 
Now,  I  prided  myself  on  seldom  or  never  going  home 
without  having  at  least  a  load  for  each  pony.    From 
the  hill-tops  we  looked  down  upon  a  nice  number 
of  deer  in  an  adjacent  corrie,   but  the  wind  was 
blowing  awkwardly.     I  said  and  thought  such  things 
as  the  occasion   demanded,   and   sat   there   rather 
sulkily  waiting  for  a  plan  of  campaign  or  a  change 
in  the   wind.     Suddenly,  as    I   watched  the   deer 
through  my  glasses,  I  saw  a  fox  run  through  them. 
Up  went  their  heads,  and  they  came  charging  on 
in  our  direction,  to  cross  the  top  of  the  hill  some 
eighty  yards  away.    I  pulled  out  some  cartridges 
as  they  moved,  and  when  they  crossed  I  picked  my 
beast  and  fired  several  times,   seemingly  with   no 
result.    Not  a  little  annoyed  I  rose  up  when  the 
last  of  the  deer  had  passed,  walked  over  the  hill 
brow,  and  there  I  found  that  my  shooting  had  not 
disgraced   me.    I   had   shot   about   six   times,    and 
there  were  six  stags  on  the  ground,  but  the  rise  of 
the  hill  had  screened  them.    For  a  moment  I  was 
delighted ;   then  I  remembered  that  this  was  Satur- 
day, that  my  limit  was  two  stags,  and  I  had  shot 
seven.    I  looked   at   my   watch,   saw   it   was   four 
o'clock,   and   determined   to   face   the    music.     We 
fastened  up  one  of  the  stags,  and  leaving  the  five 
with  a  little  protection  over  them  against  the  ravens, 
hurried   back   home.    I   asked    the   butler   for   Sir 


i  i 


80  Memories  of  Sixty  Years 

Charles.  "He's  had  a  hard  day,  and  is  sitting 
in  his  dressing-room  with  his  feet  in  mustard  and 
hot  water,"  was  the  reply,  and  I  knew  that  this 
was  not  the  precise  moment  for  a  confession.  But 
I  always  have  held  that  a  disagreeable  job  can't 
be  settled  too  soon,  so  I  went  to  him  and  found 
my  host  looking  a  little  tired  and  cross.  "  My  dear 
Charlie,"  I  began,  "  a  dreadful  thing  has  happ(  md. 
I've  killed  seven  stags.  I've  left  five  dead  on  the 
hill,  but  if  you'll  let  me  have  a  cart  I'll  go  Ijack 
with  the  ponies  and  the  stalker,  and  we'll  get  tliom 
down  before  it's  dark."  Sir  Charles  stared  hard  at 
me  for  a  moment. 

"  Most  unfortunate,  most  unfortunate,"  he  began, 
"but  what  am  I  to  say?  I've  had  a  very  hard 
day  myself  and  Vve  killed  fourteen."  So  between 
us  we  shot  twenty-one  stags  in  one  day,  witliout 
driving,  and,  if  I  am  not  mistaken,  we  must  almost 
have  established  a  record. 

The  River  Feshie  was,  and  I  suppose  still  is, 
a  rather  variable  stream.  You  might  step  quite 
easily  across  the  pebbles  that  had  no  more  than 
a  ripple  of  water  round  them  in  the  morning,  and 
find  by  night  a  raging  torrent  hardly  to  be  forded 
at  all  save  at  stray  points  known  to  the  stalker 
or  the  gillie.  One  day  I  had  been  on  the  march, 
and  shot  a  stag.  I  left  it  with  the  gillie  who  ^yas 
to  signal  for  a  pony,  and  went  on  to  stalk  again  with 
the  stalker.  Then  the  gillie  came  after  me  in  time  to 
take  charge  of  my  second  stag.  In  the  afternoon  I 
wounded  a  third,  which  I  had  to  follow  for  miles.  It 
was  already  dark  when  at  seven  o'clock  I  reached  the 
point  twelve  or  fourteen  miles  from  home  where  a 
pony  was  to  have  been  waiting  to  carry  me  home. 
I  hadn't  seen  the  gillie  since  I  left  him  with  the 
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second  stag,  and  as  he  carried  my  lunch  and  flask 
I  had   had   nothing   to   eat   since   breakfast.    The 
weather  was  cold,  and  it  was  sleeting  heavily,  and 
the  pony  was  not  there,  for  it  had  got  bogged.  *  The 
gillie  thought  I  had  gone  back,  and  having  extracted 
the  pony  had  ridden  home.    My  stalker  said  we  must 
foot  it  home,  and  I  did  try,  but  I  had  been  on  the 
hills  since  early  morning,   and  was  too  exhausted 
to  go  far  in  that  storm.    At  last  the  stalker  told 
me  I  must  stay  where  I  was,  and  he  would  fetch 
me  in  the  morning.     "  Don't  move,"  was  his  final 
wammg,  "  or  you'll  go  over  the  crags."    I  slipped 
down  exhausted  in  the  heather,  bitterly  cold    for 
I  had  no  coat,  and  I  lay  awake  for  hours  listening 
to  all   the   cries   of  the   Highland    night.     Grouse 
coveys,  within  easy  reach  of  me,  but  quite  invisible, 
seemed  to  be  sorely  tried  by  the  storm.    At  five 
o  clock  m  the  morning,  when  the  gale  had  abated 
a  little,  the  stalker  came  back  with  whisky,  sand- 
wiches, and  the  pony,  and  told  me,  after  the  frank 
fashion  of  stalkers  that,  while  he  had  brought  the 
things  according  to  promise,  he  had  not  expected 

!?w  r.l  'i^'u,"^^*^  '^^^^  '^""^''^  *^^  hardening 
effect  of  the  Highland  deer  forests  even  upon  south- 
erners. I  was  out  again  stalking  at  9  a.m.  that 
morning. 

Highland   stalkers    and    gillies    are    quaint   folk 
and  excellent  company,  but  just  a  httle  startling 

t  wf'  A  .uTu  f  "^^^  '^"*^^  ^  deer  fores? 
m  Scotland  that  had  been  tenanted  by  one  Mr 
Godman,  a  very  fine  stalker  in  his  time.     One  day 

L  Ltl?  *'  f  *  ^r"  ^  ^«"«  ^*^^P  g^«««  bank! 
down     w^""  f  *  **''  *^"  *^P  «"d  «^id  the  whole  waj^ 

to'LZeTH^^'r^^?  ''''^''''  "P  «*^d  ^««  -bout 
to  continue  the  chase  the  stalker  advanced,  saluted 
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respectfuUy,  and  said,  "  Does  Mister  Godman  know 
that  the  seat  o'  Mr.  Godman's  'bockers  is  awa'  ? " 
I  had  good  sport  in  that  forest,  where  the  story 
of  Mr.  Godman's  misfortune  still  lingers. 

Another  time  I  was  on  a  visit  to  Admiral  Bcatty 
at  Invercauld.  Arriving  late  I  rode  out  to  join 
the  party,  and  my  gillie  discovered  the  Highlander 
who  was  to  lead  me  to  the  shooting  ground  fast 
asleep  on  the  heather,  and  very  inarticulate  vhcn 
roused,  quite  useless  as  a  guide,  in  short.  The  gillie 
looked  at  him  sadly.  "  Ah,  poor  man,  he  has  made 
a  foolish  man  of  himself,"  was  his  comment. 

In  the  same  forest  about  ten  years  ago  I  was 
out  with  a  stalker  on  the  hills,  and  he  handed  mc  a 
rather  heavy  Ross  telescope.  I  used  it,  and  as  1  gave 
it  back  remarked,  "That's  the  best  glass  I  ever 
looked  through."  The  stalker  admitted  its  merits, 
and  went  on :  "  It  was  given  to  my  brother,  the 
head  stalker  at  Glenfcshie,  thirty  years  ago,  by  a 
young  fellow  named  Brooke.  There's  his  name  on 
it."  I  looked  curiously  at  the  glass,  and  there,  sure 
enough,  was  my  name.  Shooting  with  Sir  Charles 
Mordaunt  I  had  received  a  gift  of  an  aluminium 
telescope,  very  hght  and  easy  to  carr>%  and  had 
given  the  excellent  but  heavy  Ross  to  Sir  Cliarless 
head  man.  Now,  after  thirty  years,  I  was  to  meet 
it  on  another  hill,  very  many  miles  from  my  old 

hunting  ground.  ,    ,     x  •  i       a 

I  have  always  loved  Ireland  and  the  Insli,  and 
even  in  the  days  when  I  was  a  politician  sitting 
on  the  Conservative  benches,  and  voting  against 
Home  Rule,  my  feeling  for  Irishmen  was  always 
of  the  kindliest ;  indeed  nobody  would  rejoice  more 
than  I  should  to  see  the  great  gulf  between  English- 
men  and   Irishmen   bridged    to   the   advantage  oi 
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both.    My   love   for   Ireland   is   largely   associated 
with  its  sport,  and  looking  back  over  experiences 
that  in  the  world  of  sport  have  been  exceptional, 
I  can  find  no  recollections  more  pleasant  than  those 
that  are  associated  with  Ireland's  hills,  rivers,  and 
boggy  snipe  grounds.    I  remember  that  my  brother 
Alwyne  had   Muckross   Abbey   on   Lake   Killamey 
for  a  couple  of  years,  and  that  I  paid  some  delightful 
visits  to  the  place.    You   ?ould  say  with  absolute 
accuracy  that  sporting  chances  presented  themselves 
as  soon  as  you  stepped  outside  the  house,  and  were 
with  you  until  the  boundaries  of  the  estate  were 
reached,   some   miles   away.     The   house   overlooks 
the  lake,  and  where  the  lake  ends  the  hills  begin 
not  harsh  and  savage  hills  like  some  of  those  in 
the  Scottish  Highlands,  but  slighter,  more  inviting 
and  so  tenderly  coloured  that,  as  a  keen  sportsman 
much  addicted  to  the  brush  and  palette,  I  often 
found  myself  in  two  minds  what  was  the  most  desir- 
able pursuit  at  certain  moi-.og  or  evening  hours. 
It  was  a   cheering  sight  to  see  the  boats  with 
companies  of  beaters  and  lc«>,ders  going  down  the 
lake  on  the  way  to  the  haunts  of  the  woodcock  •  I 
suppose  It  is   unnecessary   to   say   how   good   the 
woodcock  shooting  is  at  Muckross.     The  boats  would 
be  raced  across  the  water,  and  the  men  on  board 
would  be  singing  all  the  time.    Nothing  could  have 
been  more  picturesque  than  the  haunts  of  the  cock 
on  the  slopes  of  the  hills  round  the  lake,   and  the 
scramble  after  them  was  very  sporting.     I  was  always 
at  a  shght  disadvantage,  being  a  little  hard    '  hear- 
ing and  so  failing  to  hear  the  rustle  wiv      which 
a  cock  rises.    Although  woodcock  shooting  is  bound 
t  2tu  TJ^i^J^^'^'''^  of  risk,  owing  to  the  fashion 
m  which  the  bird  twists  and  turns,  where  arrange- 
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ments  are  properly  made,  and  men  know  precisely 
where  the  other  guns  are  stationed,  accidents  should 
be  unknown.  I've  never  seen  any  mischance  m  the 
rides  on  the  hills  round  Muckross,  though  it  was  often 
necessary  to  let  birds  pass  if  they  were  flying  awk- 
wardly,  and  it  was  a  rule  in  certain  places  to  have  the 
bird  between  you  and  the  sky.  It  was  abundantly 
necessary  to  keep  a  very  straight  line  when  walking 

the  birds  up.  ,    ,1  j    u  * 

Not  only  was  the  sport  remarkably  good,  but 
it  was  not  dependent,  as  it  is  in  many  places,  vipon 
a  flight  of  birds.  Many  cock  breed  there,  and  of 
course  these  are  largely  added  to  by  the  foreigners; 
thev  afford  the  best  sport  after  a  hard  frost  has 
driven  them  down  from  the   hills  into  the  lower 

coverts.  .         .1.1, 

One  evening  at  Muckross  I  went  out  on  to  the 
lake  with  my  brother,  sister-in-law,  the  fisherman 
and  a  boy.    We   took  with  us  a   heavy  sporting 
rifle  in  case  one  of  the  Japanese  deer,  that  had  been 
imported  into  the  country  on  a  large  scale  by  a 
landowner,  should  come  down  to  the  side  of  the 
lake.    After   a   while   we   landed,    my   sister-in-law 
and  the  lad  went  home,  leaving  my  brother,  myscH, 
and  the   fisherman  carrying  the  rifle,  to  scramb  e 
among  the  heather  at  the  foot  of  the  hills.    Whae 
we  were  there  we  saw  a  small  herd  of  deer  includ- 
ing several  good   stags,   leaving  the  wood  for  th 
hills.    Evening  was  coming  on.  and  there  .vas  litte 
light  left,   and   it  is  of  course  extremely  dincul 
to  stalk  from  the  base  of  a  hill ;  from  above  is  ahvays 
best.     We  lay  down  in  the  heather  and  consul  ed 
quietly    and    quickly.     The    wind    was    right    th 
glass   revealed   one   splendid    stag   with   what  ;Nas 
known  as  switch  horns.    The  temptation  was  irre- 
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sistible,  and  we  started  to  crawl  in  his  direction, 
until  some  two  hundred  and  fifty  yards  away  we 
found    further    progress    impossible.      My    brother 
Alwyne,   a  very   fine   shot  with   the  rifle— he   had 
been  one  of  the  English  eight  at  Wimbledon  as  a 
young  man,— took  the   rifle   and   fired.     The  great 
stag  fell  stone  dead,  shot  behind  the  shoulder;  the 
rest  of  the  herd,  puzzled  rather  than  alarmed,  hesi- 
tated, and  then  from  behind  a  rock  another  stag, 
seemingly  larger  than   the    first,    showed    itself.    I 
took  the  rifle  from  my  brother,  and  heard  the  first 
bullet  hit,  loaded  again,  fired  a  second  time,  and 
dropped  my  stag.     The  others  then  went  off.    When 
we  climbed  up  the  hill  we  found  our  stags  lying 
side  by  side,  two  of  the  finest  I  have  ever  seen. 
The  clean  weight  of  mine  was  twenty-five  stone, 
and  that  of  my  brother  twenty-four.     I  may  say 
in  passing  that  these  weights  were  not  the  record 
for  Muckross.     At  a  deer  drive  held  there  during 
my  brother's  tenancy  Adrian  Hope  shot  a  stag  that 
weighed  thirty-two  stone,  clean  weight.    My  brother 
and  I  dragged  our  deer  down  to  the  lake  side,  and 
then  rowed  home,  reaching  the  supper  table  at  the 
Abbey  about  nine  o'clock.    After  supper  we  started 
off  on  a  drive  of  a  dozen  miles  or  so  to  an  outlying 
part  of  the  estate.  Glen  Fesk,  there  to  watch  for  a 
stag  that  was  said  to  come  night  after  night  and 
spoil   the    com.    We    watched    all    night    without 
result,  and  returned  home   in  time  for  breakfast 
feelmg  aU  the  better  for  our  experience. 

Writing  of  woodcock  reminds  me  of  another 
experience  that  I  met  with  when  shooting  once  with 
my  kmsman.  Colonel  Charteris,  at  Cahir.  We  had 
to  motor  a  dozen  miles  to  the  ground  and  found 
the  head-keeper  and  forty  or  fifty  smocked  beaters 
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by  the  roadside.  The  keeper  came  up  and  explained 
that  the  men  had  gone  on  strike.  They  had  accepted 
the  job  of  coming  to  beat  for  the  standard  price  of 
half-a-crown  or  three  shillings  a  day,  and  now  tlicy 
declined  to  move  unless  they  received  another  six- 
pence or  shilling  apiece— I  forget  which.  There  was 
nothing  to  do  for  it  in  the  circumstances  but  to  meet 
their  demands  or  return  home.  We  gave  in,  and 
I  am  bound  to  say  that  the  men  did  their  work 
extremely  well.  Truth  to  tell,  there  had  been  a 
lot  of  wet,  the  going  was  bad  and  heavy,  and  as  the 
beaters  knew  that  it  meant  a  soaking  to  go  through 
the  soddened  covers,  they  put  their  prices  up.  I 
suppose  that  their  action  amounted  to  breach  of 
contract,  and  that  we  could  have  punished  them 
for  it,  but  it  seemed  better  in  view  of  the  wet  ground 
to  give  them  what  they  asked  for. 

I  was  once  shooting  on  the  Cawdor  Moors  near 
Nairn,  perhaps  the  finest  grouse  moors  in  the  world; 
they  were  tenanted  at  the  time  by  an  American 
friend,  Mr.  Percy  Chubb.  One  day  we  were  out  in 
a  very  high  wind,  a  gale  in  fact.  Birds  were  hard 
to  stop  and  "rights  and  lefts"  almost  impossible. 
At  one  drive,  the  birds  coming  with  the  wind,  I 
shot  .  high  bird  right  in  front  of  me,  and  without 
waiting  to  see  the  result  of  the  shot  turned  half 
round  and  aimed  at  another,  which  I  missed.  Almost 
as  I  pressed  trigger  I  received  a  tremendous  blow 
on  the  side  of  my  face  that  fairly  knocked  mc  over 
in  the  butt.  My  loader  pulled  me  on  to  my  feet, 
and  I  realised  that  the  bird  I  had  shot  at  first,  falling 
dead  through  the  air  while  travelling  at  the  rate  of 
an  express  train,  had  struck  me  as  it  fell.  Very 
dazed  and  a  Uttle  angry  I  said  to  my  loader  :  "  Didn  t 
you  see  that  bird  coming  ?  "     "  Yes,  m'Lord,"  was 
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the  unexpected  reply,  "  I  did  see  it  coming,  so  I  hid 
behind  your  Lordship."  It  may  not  have  been  pre- 
cisely a  soft  answer,  but  it  certainly  did  turn  away 
wrath. 

I  do  not  find  it  easy  to  say  where  the  best 
pheasant  shooting  in  England  is  to  be  had,  but  I 
don't  think  I  ever  had  any  quite  as  good  as  at 
Warter  Priory,  Lady  Nunbumholme's  Yorkshire 
home.  I  recall  a  week  there  of  perfect  shooting 
weather,  fine  with  suffieient  wind,  and  high  birds 
in  thousands,  literally  in  thousands.  On  one  day 
in  that  week  eight  of  us  brought  down  upwards 
of  two  thousand  and  seven  hundred  birds.  The 
other  guns  were  Lords  Herbert  Vane  Tempest, 
Ancaster,  Cairns,  Chesterfield,  and  Dudley  and 
General  Sir  Arthur  Paget. 

Now  and  again  the  most   practised   hand   may 
find  himself  up  against  difficulties  which  he  may 
find  pretty  hard  to  counter.    I  was  shooting  only 
a  few  years  ago  in  Herefordshire  with  Mr.  Percy 
Chubb,   who  had   hired  the   place,   Brockhampton 
from  another  friend  of  mine,  Mr.  Garland.     It  was  a 
second   shoot.     We    were    driving    pheasants,    and 
we  usuaUy  drew  lots  for  stands.     My  stand,  at  a 
place  called  Holly  Bank,  was  in  a  sort  of  disused 
chalk  pit  with  trees  growing  out  of  it;  at  the  pit 
top  there  were  more  trees,   and  when  the  keeper 
showed  me  my  place  he  remarked,  "  Please  be  as 
careful  as  you  can,  for  Mr.  Chubb  doesn't  like  his 
birds  blown  about."     I   thought   no   more   of  the 
matter,  but  when  the  pheasants  came   over  they 
seemed  to  me  to  be  extraordinarily  high  and  difficult. 
1  should  think  that  about  eighty  passed  over  my 
stand,  and  that  I  killed  eight.    In  the  afternoon  in 
the  same  rise  at  the  recurrent  drive  a  very  fine  shot, 
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Mr.  Noble,  had  the  same  stand  and  did  not  do  much 
better.      Like    all    keen    men,    I    was    considerably 
puzzled  and  even  vexed,  and  remarked  as  mueh  to 
the  head-keeper.      He  replied  that  he  had  seen  all 
manner  of  men  shoot  the  Holly  Bank  stand,  visitors 
from  India,  America,  and  Australia,  and  the  best 
English  game  shots  including  Lord  Ripon— uho  as 
Lord  de  Grey  certainly  must  have  headed  the  list, 
—and  in  this  particular  place  one  and  all  had  failed 
to  satisfy  themselves.    I  am  inclined  to  think  that 
the  actual  height  at  which  the  birds  passed  ovir  was 
not  the  only  difficulty.    In  the  pit  there  were  trees 
whose  crowns  were  on  the  level  of  the  upper  ground ; 
on  that  ground  there  were  other  trees,  oaks  in  both 
cases,   if  memory  serves,  and  the  pheasants  came 
over  the  topmost  trees.    Either  some  curious  angle 
or   the   birds   dropping   slightly    must   provide  the 
only   possible   explanation  of  happenings  that  un- 
doubtedly  gave   great   concern   to    certain   experi- 
enced game  shots.    Or  was  it,  perhaps,  that  I  and 
other  men  of  my  generation  have  paid  back  to  Father 
Time  some  of  the  capacity  that  he  lent  us  when 
we  were  young,  and  that  the  generation  that  has 
followed  could  go  to  the  Holly  Bank  stand  and  do 
much   better?     A    small   point   enough,   I  suppose, 
but  I  think  that  some  of  my  contemporaries  will 
understand  my  interest  in  it.    Then,  again,  shooting 
has  entered  so  largely  into  my  Ufe  that  in  the  latter 
years  all  manner  of  pleasant  memories  arc  bound 
up  with  the  covert  side,  the  moor  and  the  corrie. 

My  own  sporting  career  nearly  came  to  an  end 
almost  as  soon  as  it  began.  I  could  not  have  been 
more  than  sixteen  when  my  brother  Ahvync  and 
I  were  sent  off  to  the  North  of  England  by  my 
father  to  stay  with  a  parson  who  was  to  prepare 
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us  for  confirmation.  I  confess  that  my  memory 
retains  nothing  of  the  good  man's  ministrations, 
but  I  can  remember  that  he  had  three  pretty  and 
charming  daughters,  and  that  he  lent  me  his  gim  to 
shoot  rabbits.  I  had  been  out  shooting  and  was 
getting  over  a  hedge  when  my  foot  sHppcd.  In 
one  hand  I  carried  the  gun,  and  in  the  other  a  rabbit, 
and  I  could  not  lightly  relinquish  either.  So  I 
went  to  the  ground  without  a  chance  of  saving 
a  fall,  and  the  point  of  a  stake  caught  mc  on  the 
underside  of  the  jaw,  leaving  a  dent  that  is  visible 
to  this  day  within  an  inch  of  the  jugular  vein.  Only 
an  inch  lower  and  I  should  have  been  killed,  and 
so  have  lost  nearly  half  a  century  of  as  pleasant  a  life 
as  any  man  might  hope  to  live.  The  gods  were  in 
a  gracious  mood  that  day,  though  I  may  not  have 
recognised  it. 

Among  the  great  sporting  estates  I  have  shot 
over,  Eastwell  Park  in  Kei'.  between  Ashford  and 
Faversham,  was  one  of  e  best.  I  remember 
some  really  remarkable  sheeting  there.  The  Duke 
and  Duchess  of  Edinburgh  were  then  tenants  of 
the  estate,  which  is  now  held  by  Lord  Gerard,  and 
my  wife  and  I  were  invited  down  soon  after  our 
marriage.  The  Duke,  Queen  Victoria's  second  son, 
was  a  good  game  shot,  and  an  admirable  host,  he 
was  also  intensely  musical  and  a  skilled  violinist ; 
the  Duchess  was  the  daughter  of  the  Tsar  Alexander 
II.  But  it  is  not  only  for  the  shooting  that 
I  remember  Eastwell  Park.  It  was  there  that  I 
saw  the  finest  jewels  I  have  ever  seen  in  my  life. 
The  Duchess  and  my  wife  were  talking  about  jewellery, 
and  the  Duchess  said  :  "If  you  would  hke  to  see 
my  jewels,  I  will  tell  my  maid  to  put  them  all  out 
in  my  room  to-morrow  evening,  after  tea,  and  if  your 
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hiubami  is  interested,  bring  him  too."  We  went 
together  at  the  time  appointed.  The  Duchess  re- 
ceived us  in  her  bedroom,  which  was  one  blaze  of 
precious  stones;  the  bed,  the  tables,  the  chairs 
were  covered  with  cases  containing  tiaras,  dog-collars, 
ropes  of  pearls,  necklaces,  bracelets,  brooches  of 
rarest  lustre  and  beauty  and  of  inestimable  value. 
One  would  have  thought  that  the  world  had  been 
ransacked  to  lay  these  treasures  at  the  Duchess's 
feet,  and  there  seemed  to  be  enough  for  an  entire 
royal  family  rather  than  for  one  member  of  it. 
The  Duke  and  Duchess  were  the  kindliest  peoplt , 
and  unaffectedly  simple  in  their  lives.  They  took 
a  great  interest  in  the  cultivation  of  the  surrounding 
country,  which  was  very  largely  under  hops,  and 
I  remember  the  Duke  telling  me  that  a  really  good 
crop,  which  was  a  rare  occurrence,  yielded  almost 
the  actual  fee  simple  of  the  land  upon  which  it 
was  grown.  Some  years  later,  at  a  dinner  party 
given  about  the  time  of  King  George's  Coronation, 
if  memory  serves  me  truly,  I  found  myself  sitting 
next  to  a  very  beautiful  and  attractive  lady  to 
whom  I  quite  lost  my  heart.  She  was  the  Crown 
Princess  (now  the  Queen)  of  Rumania,  daugliter 
of  the  Duke  and  Duchess  of  Edinburgh,  and  heiress 
to  the  charm  of  both  parents. 

Two  or  three  years  ago  at  Nice  I  attended  a 
great  skating  carnival,  at  which  Miss  Muriel  Wilson 
distinguished  herself,  and  the  Princess  Hohenlohc, 
who  was  one  of  the  hostesses,  asked  me  to  tea  at 
her  table.  We  happened  to  talk  of  Rumania, 
and  I  told  her  how  the  Crown  Princess  had  captivated 
me.  "  One  must  be  very  careful,"  she  remarked 
with  a  smile.  "  You  are  talking  of  my  sister."  I 
realised  then  that  one  should  not  ignore  the  Almanaeli 
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de  Gotha  as  completely  as  I  am  in  the  habit  of 
doing. 

I  have  never  kept  rt'cords  of  the  sport  at  Easton, 
or  Warwick,  or  elsewhere.  Perhaps  in  the  days 
of  my  greatest  activity  it  seemed  unnecessary, 
because  there  were  no  signs  of  change.  What  my 
friends  and  I  were  doing  we  thought  our  children 
would  do  after  us,  and  the  only  possible  alteration 
in  conditions  appeared  to  lie  in  the  direction  of 
higher  birds  and  new  sporting  powders.  Now  that 
I  see  all  manner  of  changes  coming  to  call  a  halt 
to  the  life  of  careless  pleasure  in  the  open  air, 
and  am  conscious  that  a  new  era  is  opening  oit, 
I  could  wish  that  I  had  set  things  down,  for  memory 
is  a  fickle  jade,  and  will  probably  stir  me,  when 
it  is  too  late,  to  many  a  recollection  that  I  would 
'ike  to  preserve. 

The  Easton  shooting  depends  largely  upon  rear- 
ing. OvoT  the  greater  part  of  the  estate  the  soil 
is  heavy— clay,  or  a  mixture  of  clay  and  loam,  hot 
and  dry  in  summer  after  ten  days'  fine  weather, 
cold  and  difficult  in  winter  for  long  months  on  end. 
On  such  ground  you  can  never  expect  to  see  such 
a  great  head  of  partridges  as  you  will  find,  for  example, 
*n  the  famous  Six  Mile  Bottom  country  in  the  adjoin- 
ing county  of  Cambridgeshire.  The  woods  will  carry 
a  very  heavy  head  of  pheasants— ten  thousand  would 
be  a  moderate  number.  Much  of  the  shooting  is 
good,  particularly  where  the  woods  have  been 
planted  on  either  side  of  a  valley.  Lord  Rosslyn, 
a  keen  sportsman,  used  to  take  great  pride  and 
interest  in  the  covers,  and  in  his  day,  as  well  as 
mine,  they  were  visited  by  some  of  the  finest  game 
shots  in  the  worid.  I  am  bound  to  say  t  at  in 
the  early  days  of  my  sporting  life  landowners  as 
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a  class  were  not  dealing  fully  and  fairly  with  the 
farmers'  claims.  It  is  quite  impossible  to  keep 
pheasants  in,  and  when  the  shooting  is  over  they 
are  left  to  care  for  themselves,  as  they  are  well 
able  to  do,  until  rearing  season  has  been  gone 
through  again  or  feeding  is  resumed.  Whether 
they  stray  with  or  without  approval  they  arc  safe 
to  do  a  certain  amount  of  harm,  and  this  should 
be  recognised,  estimated,  and  paid  for.  Fox-hunt- 
ing can  provide  sport  for  a  large  field,  and  so  the 
farmers  whom  the  fox  punishes  from  time  to  time 
are  made  honorary  members,  and  get  their  sport 
in  return  for  their  sacrifices,  but  a  farmer  may  not 
find  adequate  compensation  in  a  day's  cock-shooting 
in  January  for  the  damage  to  his  crops  at  intenals 
throughout  the  year.  That  the  coming  of  the  snnll- 
holder  has  comphcated  a  difficult  position  goes 
without  saying,  but  the  shooting  season  of  1916-17 
had  a  special  interest  for  those  who  realised  that 
pheasants  provide  the  only  food  in  the  country 
that  is  sold  in  normal  years  at  a  fraction  of  eost 
price.  Very  few  birds  were  reared  anywhere ;  owners 
of  shootings,  their  children,  friends,  keepers,  under- 
keepers,  and  the  rest,  had  been  swept  into  the  net 
of  war;  and  in  the  middle  of  November  pheasants 
were  being  sold  in  London  up  to  fifteen  shillings 
a  brace !  In  normal  years  I  have  known  the  price 
of  the  same  food  to  be  four  shillings  and  sixpence. 

Lord  Rosslyn,  my  father-in-law,  was  shooting 
the  well-known  Tilty  Woods  one  day  with  a  dis- 
tinguished party  of  guns,  and  the  beating  of  the 
wood  had  reached  the  point  at  which  the  pheasants 
were  beginning  to  come  over,  good  "  rocketers, 
too.  Suddenly  there  was  a  fearful  riot  in  the  cover, 
and  a  certain  local  grocer  appeared  blowing  a  horn 
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in  frantic  fashion,  and  trying  to  call  off  a  pack  of 
harriers  that  had  broken  away  from  the  road  and 
followed  f  hare  into  the  middle  of  the  beat.  He 
came  up  to  Lord  Rosslyn  trembling  with  agitation 
and  full  of  apologies.  To  whom  Lord  Rosslyn 
replied  in  sternest  tones  :  "  Don't  talk  to  me,  sir. 
How  dare  you  bring  your  hounds  here  ?  Go  home 
at  once,  sir,  and  sand  your  sugar."  And  the  grocer, 
greatly  relieved,  disappeared  at  once. 

The  Tilty  Woods  provide,  perhaps,  the  highest 
birds  on  the  Easton  estate,  and  some  of  the  best 
game  shots  have  found  their  work  cut  out  for  them 
there.  In  all  my  experience  I  have  never  seen 
the  equal  of  Lord  Ripon  (formerly  Lord  de  Grey)  at 
high  birds ;  and  even  low  birds,  which  one  is  some- 
times obliged  to  shoot,  were  killed  by  him  almost 
without  disturbing  a  feather.  He  stands  far  above 
all  his  contemporaries,  but  the  level  of  game  shooting 
has  risen  considerably  since  I  was  young  and  started 
at  the  age  of  sixteen  with  a  muzzle-loader.  Breech- 
loading  guns,  rehable  cartridges  and  new  powders, 
sporting  schools  with  high  towers  and  clay  pigeons, 
at  which  the  tyro  can  be  trained  how  to  use  his 
gun  by  experts  who  can  explain  how  you  miss, 
all  these  things  have  helped.  Then,  again,  the  young 
Englishman,  who  loves  sport  and  has  an  income 
and  good  sporting  friends,  enjoys  unrivalled  oppor- 
tujiities  of  which,  down  to  1914  at  least,  he  took 
fall  advantage. 
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CHAPTER  VI 

FISHING   DAYS   IN   ENGLAND,    SCOTLAND,    IRELAND 
AND   SCANDINAVIA 

MY  fishing  experiences  began  when  I  was  a 
little  lad,  on  the  Castle  waters  at  Warwick. 
In  those  days  no  factories  fouled  the  flow ; 
the^e  were  no  sewage  troubles,  and  fish  were  not 
only  in  vast  numbers  but  were  often  of  great 
size.  The  bream  fishing  was  particulirly  good, 
and  continued  attractive  for  a  number  of  years. 
I  remember  fishing  once  for  bream  with  a  friend, 
Prince  Francis  of  Teck ;  we  got  a  fisherman  from 
Maidenhead  and  thousands  of  worms,  and  caught 
eighty  pounds'  weight  of  fish  in  one  morning. 
There  are  a  few  good  fish  in  the  river  to-day, 
but  there  is  no  comparison  between  the  past 
and  present  conditions.  I  was  fishing  with  my 
keeper  one  day  on  the  lake  at  Warwick.  I  left 
the  butler  trolling  on  the  bank  while  I  was  in  the 
boat.  Hearing  shouts  for  help,  I  hurried  back  and 
found  he  had  a  big  pike  on  his  line,  but  no  net  or 
gaff.  He  managed  to  pull  it  near  to  the  bank, 
and  I  put  my  fingers  into  its  eyes  and  landed  it 
that  way — ^there  was  no  other.  I  remember  the 
incident,  because  the  fish  weighed  28  lb.,  and  was 
the  largest  we  ever  caught  at  Warwick,  though 
doubtless  there  were  many  larger  in  the  water. 
My  butler  was  very  proud  of  his  fish,  and  it  was 
stuffed  and  is  in  the  Castle  to-day.  As  I  grew  older 
the   claims  of  the  fly  became  paramount  and  the 
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attractions  of  trout  and  salmon  irresistible.  Later 
I  shall  tell  of  experiences  with  tarpon  aiid  other 
monsters.  The  Tweed,  Tay,  and  Spey  were  for  a 
long  time  my  happiest  hunting— or,  I  should  say 
fishing— grounds,  and  for  more  than  twenty-five 
years  I  liave  fished  on  the  Blackwater  near  Fermoy 
There,  between  February  and  May,  1892,  four  rods' 
myself  being  one,  caught  808  salmon. 

While  I  was  staying  in  Ireland   once  for  the 
salmon  fishing  I  was  asked  to  attend  in  Dublin 
and  give  evidence  before  the  Commission  on  the 
Blackwater  fisheries.    I  heard  a  good  story  about 
the  commissioners.    Professor  Cunningham,  who  was 
one  of  them,  complained  of  the  damage  that  whales 
were  doing  to  the  fisheries  on  the  West  Coast  of 
Scotland,  and  cited  an  v -tance  where  a  stranded 
whale  was  found  to  have  upwards  of  a  hundred 
fine  cod  mside  him.    Sir  Penrose  Fitzgerald,  another 
commissioner,  not  to  Le  beaten  by  a  mere  Scotsman 
at  once   volunteered    the    statement    that   on    the 
South  Coast  of  Ireland  whales  were  far  more  destruc- 
tive and  dangerous.    Without  moving  a  muscle  of 
his  face  he  gave  a  circumstantial  account  of  a  whale 
which  was  washed  up  in  the  south  of  Ireland     In 
It  were  found  a  bathing  machine  and  the  old  'lady 
who  looked  after  it.  the  whale  showing  a  dec  Med 
advance  upon  the  capacity  of  the  far-away  ancestor 
hat  swallowed  Jonah.    Professor  Cunningham  bore 
the  recital  bravely,  but  was  heard  later  to  make 
the  following  anxious  inquiry  of  one  of  his  colleagues  • 

staLsL  r'""    ^^"^^^    ^^"^"^   ^^--*^    -    his 
Staying  once  on  the  Tweed  with  Mr.  and  Mrs 
Morton  Lucas.  I  went  with  a  brother  of  Mr   Lucas 
to  fish  at  Wark  Ferry.    My  friend  went  off  to  the 
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upper  pool  in  a  boat  with  his  fisherman,  and  I  fished 
the  lower  pool,  a  deep  one,  which  the  ferry  crosses. 
My  fisherman  rowed  me  out,  and  while  I  was  stand- 
ing up  in  the  boat  adjusting  my  line,  the  fishcrmati 
twisted  the  boat  suddenly  up  stream,  and  I  vas 
tossed  into  the  middle  of  the  pool.  It  was  a  hot 
day  and  I  quite  enjoyed  the  swim,  first  in  search 
of  my  hat  and,  that  recovered,  to  the  bank.  Tlicn 
I  took  the  three-or-four  mile  walk  to  the  house, 
leaving  a  trail  of  Tweed  water  in  my  wake  and 
my  salmon  remained  uncaught,  for  it  was  the  last 
day  of  my  visit,  and  I  had  to  catch  the  night  train 
to  London.  I  heard  afterwards  that  my  friend— 
who,  of  course,  had  his  back  to  me,  as  he  was  being 
rowed  to  the  upper  pool — saw  a  look  of  amazement 
and  alarm  on  his  fisherman's  face.  Then  he  burst 
out :  "  Good  gracious  !  'i.i.c  Lord's  in  the  water  !  " 
And  a  moment  later  :  "  But  there — it's  all  right ; 
they've  got  him  out  again."  I  resented  the 
imputation  that  I  needed  help. 

In  sport,  as  in  other  affairs  of  life,  the  unexpected 
often  happens,  and  the  man  who  can  devise  means 
to  meet  it  on  the  spur  of  the  moment  is  tlie  man 
who  can  counter  most  of  the  chances  of  the  game. 
One  or  two  of  my  own  experiences  while  salmon 
fishing  seem  worth  recording  here.  The  first  that 
comes  to  my  mind  was  when  I  was  once  fishing  the 
Blackwater  in  Careysville  in  a  high  flood.  1  was 
standing  at  the  ferry  on  the  lower  Careysville  water ; 
the  river  was  very  flooded — hardly  fishable.  I  was 
fishing  with  a  phantom  minnow,  and  asked  Sweeney, 
the  fisherman,  to  hold  the  rod  with  a  very  short 
line  while  I  lit  my  pipe.  The  oait  was  spinning 
just  under  the  bank.  As  I  took  the  rod  back  I 
realised  that  a  fish  was  on,  and  almost  immediately 
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it  took  a  bolt  into  the  heavy  stream,  carryinff  out 
about  eighty  yards  of  line  in  one  rush.    Then  it  went 
down  river  in  mid  stream  very  hard.     I  ran  after 
it  just  as  fast  as  I  could  go  for  about  three  quarters 
of  a  mile,  until  I  reached  a  point  where  the  river 
divides  round  an  island.    The  fish  took  the  channel 
on  the  side  nearest  to  me  and  ran  down  under  some 
fifty  yards  of  alder  bushes,   heavily  submerged  bv 
the  flood.    I  thought  I  was  beaten,  for  the  strain 
on  the  rod  was  heavy,  and  though  I  could  feel    I 
could  not  see  the  fish.    I  told  Sweeney  to  run  below 
the  alders  and  search  the  pea-soup  water  with  the 
gaff  in  an  endeavour  to  recover  the  line.    He  had 
the  skill  or  luck  to  do  this  at  the  first  attempt, 
and  I  then  told  him  to  get  a  tight  hold  and  cut 
the  Ime  just  above  his  hand.    I  then  hurriedly  reeled 
up  the  severed  portion,  ran  down  to  where  he  stood 
knotted   up   quickly,    and   foUowed   the   fish   some 
hundreds  of  yards  down  the  heavy  current,  where 
I  managed  to  play  him  within  reach  of  the  fatal 
gaff.    He  weighed  26  lb.,  and  had  been  caught  by 
the  minnow  triangle  hook  in  the  dorsal  fin  I 

Some  little  time  after  this  I  was  on  the  bank 

u?  *  V^"'™*"  ^*  ^"  **»e  Io"«  punt  arrancinc 
tackle.  The  nose  of  the  boat  was  on  the  bfSf 
and  a  heavy  chain  with  a  lead  weight  stretched 
from  the  stem.  I  got  into  a  pretty  heav^  salmon 
that  crossed  the  river,  about  eighty  or  niSty  yS 

lool  tf  *  r ^'  ""^  *^^^  darted  under  the  bJatTnd 
took  the  hne  round  the  chain.  Guided  by  mv 
prevjous   experience,    I   told   the   fisherman   to   cut 

th  fir/""^  T'^  ''  ^«^^-  I  '^-I-<J  "P.  played 
the  fish  down  stream,  and  landed  it  safely  I  thiS 
that  If  a  salmon  gets  round  a  stake  or"^  stonel^ 


r  I 


98  Memories  of  Sixty  Years 

will  swim  quietly  there  for  a  long  time  without 
trying  to  break  away.  The  strain  on  the  mouth 
has  been  removed,  and  it  is  apparently  waiting, 
like  Mr.  Micawber,  for  something  to  turn  up. 

As  an  old  fisherman,  I  would  like  to  give  a  word 

of  advice  to  those  who  care  to  follow  it.    Never 

be  without  a  pair  of  nippers  strong  enough  to  shear 

through  any  hook  shaft,  because  if  you  get  a  hook 

into  you— no  uncommon  occurrence— you  can  pass 

the  barb  through,  nip  it  off,  and  pull  the  shank 

back.    There  is  less  pain  in  this  method  than  one 

would  imagine.     In  the  last  year  of  his  life  poor 

old  Jack  Flynn— finer  fisherman  never  handled  a 

line— came  near  to  hurting  me  badly.    We  were  on 

a  jetty  under  the  weir  at  Caceysville,  called  "Mr. 

Jamc'on's  promenade,"  where  the  water  was  shallow 

and  the  bushes  behind  were  troublesome.    He  put 

on  a  prawn  with  two  large  triangle  hooks,  and  cast 

out  to  see  if  he  had  leaded  it  properly  for  me.    A 

little  clumsy  for  once,  so  different  from  the  old  days, 

poor  chap,  he  managed  with  that  cast  to  land  the 

two  triangles  in  my  forehead,  though  I  was  close 

by  his  side.    I  was  content  to  think  that  it  was 

not  in  my  eyes.    I  motored  at  once  to  Fermoy, 

where  the  nearest  doctor  lived,  and  took  with  me 

my  powerful  pair  of  American  nippers.    The  doctor 

proposed  to  cut  the  hooks  out,   but  I  persuaded 

him  to  follow  my  method  and  press  the  hooks  in 

turn,  through  and  round  until  the  barbs  showed, 

and  then  cut  them  off.    This  he  did;    there  was 

little  pain  and  no  waste  of  time.    A  couple  of  pieces 

of  plast*  r  were  put  on,  and  in  an  hour  I  was  back 

on  the  Blackwater,  rod  in  hand  once  more.    Poor 

old  Flynn  was  very  much  disturbed,  less  by  the 

damage  he  had  done  than  by  the  information-he 
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asked  for  it— that  the  medical  gentleman  had  chanred 
a  sovereign  for  his  valuable  help. 

In  Norway,  on  the  Nansen,  Landal,  and  Alten 
nvers,  I  enjoyed  good  sport  of  which  I  make  a  few 
notes.  I  went  to  the  Nansen  with  my  sister 
brother-m-law,  and  daughter,  and  found  a  riorious 
country  a  wide  and  beautiful  river,  the  magnitude 
of  which  entailed  harlmg,  where  casting,  if  possible 
would  have  been  preferable;  but  the  fish  were  large 
and  my  associates  delightful.  It  was  very  excitinir 
when  you  got  hold  of  a  log.  of  which  there  were 
many  iloatmg  down. 

I  went  up  to  Hammerfest  as  the  guest  of  Willie 
Stuart  Menzies  and  fished  for  a  month  on  the  Alten 
River.  I  took  the  steamer  to  Hammerfest  and  saw 
an  enormous  quantity  of  fish,   called  lythe.   being 

LTe'  li"  tn''  """^'^  *^^y  looked  rather  hkf 
hake.  The  fish  was  ordered  for  the  Archanael 
market  or  for  Spain,  and  the  method  of  prtparS 
was  very  primitive.  As  the  catch  was  t^ken  it  was 
gu  ted  on  the  deck,  weighed,  thrown  down  The 
hatchway  with  a  little  salt,  and  then  brttened 
down.  On  the  northward  journey  no  ice  was 
used,  and  the  fish  would  sometimes  become  a  m^ss 
0    corruption,  and  worms  would  crawl  through  the 

fn^  >.  ^^I'^^T  ~"^^  Hammerfest  waTghsten! 
mg  with  spht  cod  set  out  to  dry  there 

In  a  good  season  the  Alten  River  can  Rffnr^ 
some  of  the  best  fishing  in  Norw";.  but  we  w^nt 
there  rather  late  in  July,  and  a  month's  sport  yieTded 
"ten^tV-r."^^*^-'^"  *^  tWo'rods'^The 

get  iL  ?W  ^  •^''"  T'"  ^"""^«^  *^^rtain  to 
get  mm.  One  evemng,  about  six  o'clock  I  was 
poled  up  to  our  topmost  beac,  half  a  T^ln  r^Ts 
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from  the  house,  in  a  finely-shaped  canoe  that  glistened 
with  the  bright  hue  of  crimson  from  its  coating  of 
Stockholm  tar.    It  was  a  hard  job  for  two  men, 
one  in  stem  and  one  in  bows,  to  pole  agamst  tlie 
current,  and  it  did  not  seem  really  necessary  for  the 
mosquitoes  to  add  as  much  as  they  did  to  our  difT- 
culties.    Their  attacks  were  merciless,  and  did  not 
cease.    Arrived   at  the   rapid   leading   to  the  top- 
most  pool  about  6  p.m.,  I  noticed  two  big  fish  going 
up  stream,  and  the  sight  offered  some  consolation 
for  the  troubles  of  the  journey,  now,   I  thouglit, 
at  an  end.    Unfortunately,   I  was  too  optimistie. 
A  dense  fog  fell  upon  us,  and  the  best  we  could  do 
was  to   make  hurriedly   for  the   shore.     There  the 
two  Norwegian  fishermen  and  I  lit  a  fire  to  drive 
the    mosquitoes    away    and    to    get    the    neccssarj' 
minimum  of  warmth,  and  we  remained  by  it  from 
a  httle  after  7  p.m.  until  a  little  after  six  in  the 
morning.    Our  equipment  was   limited   to  to))aceo 
and  my  small  whisky  flask,  rather  less  than  tlie 
occasion  demanded.      Just  before  half -past  six  in 
the  morning  the  fog  rose  and  the  sun  came  out  and 
thawed  us  shghtly,  so  I  at  once  pushed  out  on  to 
the  pool  and  started  fishing.     In  a  short  time  I  had 
landed  two  fine  salmon,  one  weighing  28  lb.  and  the 
other  34  lb.     I  am  quite  sure  that  these  were  the  two 
fish  that  were  making  for  the  pool  on  the  previous 
evening  when  fog  fell  upon  us.     By  the  time  bot h  were 
in  the  boat  we  began  to  feel  very  cold  again  and  me.e 
than  hungry,  so  we  dropped  down  stream  as  quiekly 
as  possible,  glad  that  we  were  not  forced  to  re  turn 
empty-handed.    As   things   were,    we   did   not  feel 
sorry  for  ourselves,  and  the  beauty  of  the  river  on 
the  journey  home  helpe.  all  of  us,  I  think,  to  forget 
our  discomforts. 
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My  brother,  Louis  GreviUe,  built  himself  a  house 
on  a  high  chff  overlooking  the  River  Tay  at  Stanley 
above  Perth.    When  Mr.   Barclay  Field   died,  the 
Stobhall  water  fishing  was  taken  over  by  Mallock 
tlie  well-known  fishing-tackle  maker  of  Perth,  and 
until  a  syndicate  was  formed  to  improve  the  fishing 
by  taking  off  the  nets  my  brother  had  fine  sport 
which  I  sometimes  shared  with  him.     While  staying 
up  there  once  I  had  a  letter  from  an  old  friend 
Colonel  Everard  Digby.  to  say  that  it  would  soon  be 
the  last  day  of  the  fishing  season,  and  if  I  would 
come  up  to  McClure  we  would  spend  the  day  on 
the  river  at  Islay  mouth.    He  added  that  we  might 
get  a  score  of  salmci,  for  the  river  seemed  full     I 
was  delighted  to  go,  and  on  reaching  the  riverside 
at  ten  o'clock  found  my  boat  waiting  and  the  fisher- 
man m  ciiarge  told  me  that  Colonel  Digby  was  at 
work  higher  up  the  water.    I  soon  realised  that  there 
Mere  fish  m  plenty,  but  they  were  just  rising  and 
I      nipping,  coming  so  short  that  I  couldn't  hook  them. 
I      A  httle  puzzled,  I  searched  my  book  and  found  a 
largish  fly,  an  Eckroyd,  with  an  attachment  patented 
I      by  Maeleay,  of  Inverness,  a  bit  of  stiff  gut  with  a 
triangle  hook  fastened  to  the  end  of  the  fly     After 
putting  on  this  fly  and  attachment  I  hardly  missed 
i      anotho-  fish,  and  at  the  close  of  the  day  had  a  dozen 
I      beautifu    salmon  of  considerable   weight.    On   his 
I      beat  Cdonel  Digby  had  caught  eight,   so  that  he 
I      proved  himself  a  good  judge  when  he  wrote  that 
I      we  might  catch  a  score  between  us. 

t  hnf  1?°"'*  ^^  *""  ^y  "^^^  *^^  ^^^  ^  any  matters, 
I     3,!^*^'^  caughc  many  hundreds    of  salmon   in 

!  Zl  .r^'  T  ^"".^  '^""'^  ^^^  ^^fi'ute  theories  of  play- 
I  2  :  J  *^"^  *^**  ^'  ^««*^  ^«  the  fish  is  hooked 
I     you  must  be  hard  on  him  aU  the  time.    If  possible, 


If 
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keep  opposite  to  your  fish,  and  by  turning  the 
point  of  the  rod  down  stream,  turn  him  over  and 
bully  him  well;  the  tackle  must  be  good  and  the 
hold  also.  In  that  way  the  salmon  grows  weaker, 
and  a  struggle  is  shortened  which,  if  too  prolonged, 
may  tear  a  hole  in  the  fish's  mouth  and  then,  with 
the  first  slackening  of  the  line,  he  will  probably 
be  a  lost  fish. 

I  often  used  to  fish  with  the  late  Duke  of  Rich- 
mond  and  Gordon  at  Gordon  Castle  at  the  mouth 
of  the  Spey  and  perhaps  ten  miles  upwards— I  don't 
suppose  any  fishing  was  better  organised  for  ten 
or  eleven  rods;  I  think  there  were  more  fish  than 
I  saw  in  Norway,  but  they  did  not  take  so  well. 
If  I  remember  rightly,  one  night  over  seventy  fish 
were  brought  home  to  about  ten  rods.  It  must 
have  been  difficult  for  our  host  and  the  head  fisher- 
man in  allotting  the  pools  every  morning  to  appor- 
tion a  fair  division  of  sport  to  the  guests,  but  this 
was  well  thought  out  and  most  fairly  done. 

I  remember  entertaining  King  George,  when  he 
was  Duke  of  York,  at  Careysville  on  the  Black- 
water,  the  beautiful  place  I  rented  for  twenty  or 
thirty  seasons  from  Mr.  Montgomery.  Sometimes 
I  was  the  sole  tenant,  sometimes  I  had  a  partner; 
on  the  occasion  of  which  I  write  my  partner  was 
the  late  Lord  Cairns.  I  had  been  staying  at  the 
Viceregal  Lodge  in  Dublin  when  the  Duke  of  York 
was  there,  and  I  asked  him  to  come  and  try  the 
sport  on  the  Blackwater.  He  had  a  visit  to  pay 
to  Lord  Ormonde,  and  then  he  came  on  to  Careys- 
ville via  Clondulane  Station,  whither  we  had  brought 
the  only  landau  to  be  found  in  Fermoy,  and  a  pair 
of  white  horses  that  were  used  for  weddings.  Sir 
Charles  Cust  accompanied   the   Duke   as  Equerry. 
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It  was  a  pity  that  the  weather  changed  with  the 
arrival  of  our  visitors.    Rain  began  to  come  down 
heavily,  and  although  fishing  is  possible  when  the 
waters  begin  to  flood,  a  very  few  hours  suffice  to 
make  this  water  dirty  and  the  fish  will  not  rise. 
However,   Jupiter   Pluvius    being   no   respecter   of 
persons,  however  august,  we  had  to  make  the  best 
of  things,  and  we  went  on  to  the  big  island  on  the 
river  opposite  Careysville  House,  and  my  old  fisher- 
man. Jack  Flynn,  held  the  boat  for  the  Duke  while 
young  Flynn  and  I  sat  on  the  bank  and  watched. 
My  guest  landed  two  or  three  fish,  the  largest,  if  I 
remember,    a   fourteen  -  pounder.    Suddenly   young 
Flynn  called  my  attention  to  the  presence  of  nearly 
a  dozen  policemen  in  the  shelter  of  a  clump  of  laurels 
near  by,  and  expressed  indignant  surprise  at  their 
presence  there.    I  satisfied  him  by  saying  on  the 
spur  of  the  moment  that  though  everybody  round 
Careysville  and  neighbourhood  was  most  loyal  and 
friendly,  people  from  other  parts   of  the  country 
might  have  heard  of  the  Duke's  arrival,  and  might 
have  endeavoured  in  some  fashion  to  disturb  his 
visit.    That,  I  pointed  out,  was  a  responsibility  I 
should  not  like  to  incur.      Truth  to  tell,  I  knew 
nothing  of  the  coming  of  the  police;  the  precaution 
must  have   been   taken   by   the   local   authorities, 
and  they  had  not  advised  me  of  it. 

The  weather  barred  fishing  after  the  first  day, 
ard  on  the  second  we  went  to  Lismore  Castle,  and 
with  the  Duke  of  Devonshire's  permission  examined 
the  fishing  weir  and  the  arrangements  for  killing 
salmon  to  which  the  Duke  was  entitled  under  his 
Charter.  I  think  that,  as  fishermen,  we  all  agreed 
that  we  would  have  liked  to  see  the  fish  taken  in 
a  more  sportsmanlike  fashion,  higher  up  the  river 
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The  late  Duke  sometimes  fished  with  mc  at  Careys- 
ville,  and  was  a  tolerably  skilled  hand  at  the  game. 
He  might  have  been  an  expert  if  he  had  started 
earlier  in  life,  but  I  imagine  that  the  claims  of  polities 
had  left  him  with  comparatively  little  time  for 
sport.  He  thoroughly  enjoyed  his  fishing,  and  was 
so  pleasant  a  companion  that  we  were  ahvays 
delighted  at  any  success  he  obtained. 

One  evening,  while  the  Duke  of  York  was  at 
Careysville,  hf  kindly  permitted  me  to  ask  my 
landlord,  Mr.  -  Montgomery,  who  chanced  to  hv  in 
the  neighbourhood,  to  dine  with  us,  and  after  dinner 
Mr.  Montgomery  showed  us  the  deed  under  \vhieh 
his  family  had  held  the  place  since  the  time  of 
Cromwell,  whose  si^^nature  was  appended  to  the 
document.  The  Duke  responded  to  Mr.  .Mont- 
gomery's request  to  add  his  signature,  so  in  years 
to  come  the  tith-deed  will  have  an  added  historical 
value. 

I  do  not  know  any  river  more  beautiful  than 
the  Blackwater — especially  the  tidal  waters  of  the 
river — down  to  Youghal ;  it  is  sometimes  called 
the  Irish  rih>»  \  As  you  descend  in  a  launch  and 
see  all  the  fishermen  plying  their  nets,  you  Avonder 
how  any  fish  escape  to  breed  or  afford  sport  to  the 
rods  of  the  upper  fishermen. 

A  shooting  party,  given  at  Easton,  provided  me 
once  with  some  excellent  fishing.  This  is  how  it 
happened.  The  Prince  of  Wales  (King  Edward  VII.) 
had  honoured  us  with  his  company,  and  we  had 
in  the  house-party  a  particular  friend  of  His  Koyal 
Highness,  Baron  Oscar  Dickson  of  Sweden.  We 
were  shooting  pheasants  in  the  Home  Woods  when, 
by  a  most  unfortunate  accident.  Baron  Dickson 
"  peppered  "  the  Prince— not  severely,  but  unplcas- 
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antly.    Naturally,  the  poor  man  suffered  even  more 
than  his  distinguished  victim,  who,  with  his  usual 
good   nature,    accepted   his   friend's   apologies   and 
forgave   him.    "But,"   he   said,    "you   cannot   do 
buch   things    without    making    reparation."    Baron 
Dickson  protested  he   was  prepared   to   make  any 
that  the  Prince  would  name.     "  Then  your  sentence 
will  be,"  replied  His  Royal  Highness,   "  that  you 
invite   our   friend   Lord    Warwick    and    one    other 
whom   he   may  appoint,   to    fish    with   you   in  the 
Falkcnberg  River  next  June."    Baron  Dickson  was 
delighted,  and  so  was  I,  for  the  Ashing  on  the  Falken- 
bcrg  was  said  to  be  among  the  best  in  Scandinavia. 
With  the  following  summer  came  a  reminder  from 
Baron  Dickson  that  he  was  looking  forward  with 
pleasure  to  atoning  for  his  transgression  at  Easton, 
so  I  asked  my  brother  Alwyne  to  come  across  with 
me,  and  we  went  together  to  Gothenburg,  a  short 
distance   beyond   which   was   the   Baron's   country 
house.    There  we  were  most  warmly  welcomed,  and 
at  dinner  on  the  evening  of  our  arrival  we  drank 
so  many  "  skolds  "  that  it  became  a  work  of  almost 
superhuman   endeavour   to  pilot  the    ladies  of  the 
party    through    the    beautiful    gardens    afterwards. 
There  is  very  Uttle  darkness  in  that  latitude  on  a 
night  in  June,  and  the  grounds  were  exquisite,  but 
we  could  not  do  full  justice   to  them.     It  was  a 
relief  to  learn  from  our  hostess  on  the  following  day 
that  we  had  really  acquitted  ourselves  with  some 
credit  in  the  circumstances,  and  that  many  of  their 
English  friends,  unaccustomed  to  the  warmth  and 
strength  of  Swedish  hospitality,   had   found  them- 
selves in  far  worse  plight.     Greatly  comforted,  we 
went  on   to   the    Falkenberg,    escorted    by    Baron 
Dickson,  who,  having  important  work  to  do,  could 
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not  stay,  but  left  us  in  a  delightful  wooden  house 
with  a  French  chef,  wine,  and  cigars,  which  neither 
taste  nor  money  could  have  hoped  to  better.  The 
fishing  reserved  to  us  was  from  the  stake  nets  to 
the  salt  water,  a  matter  of  a  few  hundred  yards, 
and  the  average  size  was  five  or  six  pounds,  though 
now  and  again  a  twenty-pounder  might  take  the 
fly.  This,  unfortur^  tely,  was  a  bad  season,  but 
we  managed  to  cj  jh  some  eighty  in  a  fortnight. 
Friends  of  mine  who  had  fished  there  in  good  years 
had  done  much  better,  one  catching  as  many  as 
thirty  in  a  day.  But  the  hospitality,  the  weather, 
surroundings,  and  the  sport  combined  to  give  us 
such  a  delightful  fortnight  that  I  began  to  feel  I 
was  not  the  loyal  subject  I  ought  to  have  been. 
Try  how  I  might,  I  could  not  continue  to  regard 
the  Prince's  mild  "  peppering "  as  an  altogether 
regrettable  incident. 

The  salmon  fishing  I  had  on  the  Blackwater  was 
rented  before  my  time  by  the  Duke  of  Beaufort 
and  by  the  Duke  of  Marlborough  who  was  father 
of  Lord  Randolph  Churchill.  My  fisherman  told 
me  that  the  last  named  was  quite  keen  about  the 
sport,  but,  tired  by  the  fearful  strain  of  political 
life,  often  quite  unfit  to  pursue  it.  One  day  in 
warm,  bright  weather,  when  the  water  was  in  ex- 
cellent order  and  the  prospects  were  of  the  best, 
he  came  out  to  fish,  but  in  a  few  minutes  lay  stretched 
under  a  tree  fast  asleep  and  looking  so  tired  out 
that  the  fisherman  stayed  by  his  side  until  the 
day  had  gone,  and  then  the  two  parted  without  a 
word. 

I  remember  Randolph  Churchill  telling  me 
how  he  used  to  enjoy  the  stay  at  Careysville.  It 
was  the  time  when  he  gave  me  the  finest  salmon 


-I 


Fishing  Days  107 

laikling  net,  made  of  whalebone,  that  I'd  ever  seen, 
because,  he  said,  he  had  used  it  there  and  thought 
he  would  never  have  time  to  use  it  again.  He  had 
given  up  his  sports  for  the  exacting  life  that  was 
to  kill  him  in  the  end.  He  and  Lady  Randolph  were 
great  friends  of  my  wife  and  me,  as  I  have  said,  and 
wf  Allowed  his  progress  with  the  keenest  interest. 
VV  .en  I  was  sitting  for  Colchester  my  constituents 
were  anxious  that  he  should  come  down  and 
address  them.  I  said  I  would  arrange  it  if  I  could, 
and  Lord  Randolph  wrote  and  fixed  a  date  some 
time  ahead.  As  ill  luck  would  have  it,  between 
the  time  of  his  letter  and  the  meeting,  he  handed 
in  his  resignation  as  Chancellor  of  the  Exchequer. 
Strong  feeling  was  aroused,  and  I  had  the  unpleas- 
ant task  of  writing  to  advise  him  not  to  come  to 
Colchester,  as,  in  the  circumstances,  I  could  not 
guarantee  his  reception.  He  replied  with  the 
courtesy  he  always  showed  his  friends,  thoroughly 
realising  the  situation.  His  effort  to  push  Lord 
Salisbury  into  a  difficult  position  could  only  have 
ended  one  way.  That  remarkable  man  was  as  hard 
to  force  as  a  bronze  door.  Imperturbable,  far- 
sighted,  resolute,  he  was  a  model  statesman,  and 
behind  the  gifts  that  maintained  in  him  the  long-lived 
prestige  of  the  great  house  to  which  he  belonged 
were  an  unfailing  tact,  a  keen  sense  of  humour  and 
a  kindliness  to  which  many  besides  myself  could 
bear  witness.  Always  good  to  young  men,  I  think 
I  came  in  for  a  special  measure  of  his  kindness, 
perhaps  because  my  brother,  Sidney  Greville,  was  his 
private  secretary.  He  entertained  us  on  several 
occasions,  once  at  a  garden  party  given  at  Hatfield 
for  the  Shah  of  Persia.  Nothing  quite  so  remarkable 
for  beautiful  women,  costly  gowns,  and  priceless  jewels 
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has  been  seen  before  or  since,  I  imagine  ;  but  I  tliink 
the  Sht'  .vas  most  impressed  by  the  rifle  shootin<j  of 
Dr.  Carver,  the  celebrated  American,  who  }>  oke 
innumerable  glass  balls  without  making  a  mistake, 
to  the  vast  content  of  his  distinguished  audience. 

I  once  met  the  head  ox  a  great  stores  that  pro- 
vides everything  for  everybody.  I  was  going  away 
fishing  and  was  trying  to  get  what  salmon  fishers 
know  as  elephant  gut — it  is  made  of  the  finest 
Spanish  material  and  is  of  enormous  strength.  I 
had  failed  to  get  what  I  wanted,  and  a  friend  of  mine, 
meeting  the  great  business  man,  said  :  "  Lord  War- 
wick has  been  trying  to  get  the  fine  Spanish  salmon 
gut  everywhere  and  failed.  Even  your  place  is 
without  it."  The  reply  was  definite.  "  If  we  haven't 
got  it  we  can  get  it.  Tell  lord  Warwick,  with  my 
compUments,  that  it  shall  be  at  his  house  in  time 
for  breakfast  to-morrow  morning." 

I  suppose  that  in  the  long  run  man  gets  the 
better  of  fish,  but  every  now  and  again  some  fish 
arises  to  take  vengeance.  It  was  one  of  these 
avengers  of  his  less  fortunate  brethren  that  I  must 
have  encountered  in  the  days  when  I  was  a  member 
of  the  Longstock  Club.  From  morning  till  late 
evening  I  had  finished  without  any  sport  at  all, 
and  as  we  all  objected  very  much  to  return  empty- 
handed  to  the  house,  I  was  going  home  a  little  dis- 
consolate. It  was  a  very  clear  night,  light  enough 
for  me  to  see  a  fish  rise  in  the  deep  and  weed-strewn 
water  on  a  tributary  of  our  big  stream.  Here,  then, 
was  my  last  chance.  I  had  the  luck — or  so  I  thouglit 
it  at  the  moment — to  rise  and  hook  the  fish,  which 
at  once  plunged  into  the  weeds.  I  was  wearing  my 
long  waders,  so  I  removed  my  coat  and  gave  the 
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rod  to  my  old  net- 


J  —  — -man,  saying  to  him  as  I  did  so : 

I'm  going  into  the  water,  and  I  shall  follow  the 
line  as  far  as  the  weeds  with  my  hands  in  order 
to  disentangle  the  fish.     If  I  get  him  free  and  he 
bolts  you  must  give  him  plenty  of  line  till  I  get 
out  again."    Then  I  went  in,  to  find  the  water  much 
deeper  than  I  thought.     It  poured  over  my  waders 
so  that  I  was  very  wet  and  uncomfortable.     But  I 
went  on  and  got  the  fish  free,  quite  a  fine  one,  well 
over  two  pounds.    As  soon  as  the  line  was  clear  the 
trout   ran   down   stream,    the   net    man   forgot   his 
instructions  and  held  on  tight,  with  the  inevitable 
result  that  everything  was  broken.     I  put  on  my 
coat,  thinking  all  manner  of  things,   and  perhaps 
for  the  moment  was  the  most  melancholy  man  in 
Hampshire.    Then  I  looked  at  my  watch,  a  rather 
handsome  repeater,  to  see  if  I  should  be  late  for 
supper,  but  the  water  had  penetrated  the  watch 
through   the   waistcoat    and   it   was    silent   as   the 
grave.    On  the  following  day  "  had  to  go  up  to  London 
and  I  took  the  watch  to  Dt    .,  the  maker.     "You 
ought  to  have  poured  in  a  little  oil  or  whisky  imme- 
diately after  the  accident,"  said  the  expert  after 
examination.    The  watch    ..me  back  to  me  a  fort- 
night later,  with  a  bill  fo.  ten  guineas,  and  I  was 
left  wishing  that  the  trout  that  lured  me  on  to  a 
bad  wetting  and  expensive  repairs  had  chosen  to 
rise  when  I  was  not  in  the  neighbourhood. 

One  of  the  special  charms  of  fishing  is  that  it 
takes  the  sportsman  to  beauty  spots  he  might  never 
hope  to  see  in  ordinary  circumstances.  The  Inver 
fishings  near  Ballynahinch,  in  the  Connemara  country 
of  County  Galway,  are  the  most  beautiful  I  have 
ever  seen.  I  was  introduced  to  them  by  my  friend 
Moreton  Frewen,  and  was  partner  first  with  him 
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and  then  with  Lord  Castletown  foi  some  years. 
To  get  to  Inver  you  travelled  by  rail  from  Dublin 
to  Mame  Cross.  The  train  arrived  there  in  the 
late  afternoon,  and  you  then  took  a  side-car  for  a 
ten-  or  twelve-mile  drive  over  a  wild  and  lonely 
moorland,  with  never  a  tree  in  sight.  The  effect  of 
such  country  upon  those  who  have  just  come  from 
busy  haunts  is  most  curious.  I  might  almost  say  it  is 
awesome  when  the  light  is  fast  failing  and  everything 
within  the  sweep  of  the  eye  assumes  an  aspect  at 
once  mysterious  and  mournful.  The  Celtic  imagin- 
ation must  be  developed  in  a  very  great  measure 
by  such  surroundings.  I  have  known  countrysides, 
thousands  of  miles  from  civilisation,  that  seemed 
far  less  lonely  than  the  Galway  moorlands  on  the 
still  summer  evenings  when  I  drove  from  Marne 
Cross  to  the  lake-side.  There  one  left  the  side-car 
and  walked  down  a  little  quay  jutting  into  the  water, 
and  found  a  rough  and  ready  boat  in  charge  of  an 
Irishman  who  spoke  little  English,  and  he  pulled 
that  boat  a  hundred  yards  or  so  to  a  small  island 
with  a  miniature  harbour  fenced  in.  At  the  season 
of  my  visits — late  summer  time — the  huge  hydrangea 
bushes  would  almost  sweep  the  water  with  their 
pink  and  blue  blossom.  Stone  steps  led  to  a  little 
pergola  smothered  by  clematis  and  roses,  and  the 
pergola  stretched  to  a  tiny  house  with  just  sufficient 
accommodation  for  two  or  three  fishermen  who  were 
out  for  sport  and  not  for  luxury.  It  was  a  tiny 
island  enough,  but  in  that  mild,  humid  climate  all 
manner  of  heaths  flourished,  the  bog  myrtle  was 
particularly  glossy  and  fragrant,  and  beyond  the 
few  fishers  the  only  two-legged  inhabitants  were 
golden  pheasants,  so  tame  they  would  eat  out  of  our 
hands.    Round  the  island  were  four  or  five  lakes 
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fed  by  streams  from  the  hills  and  pouring  their 
surplus  waters  into  the  sea ;  most,  if  not  all,  were 
connected  one  with  the  other.  A  lake  was  sufficient 
beat  for  a  rod,  and  we  fished  from  boats.  Of  the 
quality  of  the  sea-trout  fishing  let  one  example 
suffice.  In  a  single  day  I  counted  upwards  of  four 
hundred  rises,  killed  seventy-two  fish  running  up  to 
between  four  and  five  pounds,  and  two  small  salmon. 
These  last  were  not  worth  the  trouble  they  gave 
me,  for  they  bored  right  down  to  the  lake  bottom 
and  gave  very  little  sport.  Sometimes  one  of  us 
would  take  with  us  a  small  collapsible  boat,  known 
as  a  "  cottle,"  to  the  upper  lake  to  which  the  fish 
liked  to  go  as  the  season  advanced,  and  where,  I 
imagine,  they  stopped  until  spawning  was  over 
in  the  adjoining  streams. 

Being  fond  of  experiments,  we  spent  several 
hundred  pounds  annually  on  a  sea-trout  hatchery, 
and  turned  down  every  season  several  hundred 
thousand  fish.  I  am  inclined  to  think  that  hatch- 
eries may  do  good,  but  less  than  those  who  do  not 
know  them  might  expect,  for  in  spite  of  them  we 
had  several  indifferent  seasons  as  the  years  passed. 
This  is  inexplicable,  but  we  do  not  yet  understand 
the  movement  and  migration  of  fish,  or  all  the 
various  adverse  influences  with  which  they  must 
contend. 

Not  far  way  from  us  were  many  other  attrac- 
tive little  islands,  and  on  one  of  them,  near 
Screeb,  rented  for  some  time  by  a  friend  of  mine, 
salmon  could  be  taken  with  the  fly  in  a  small  tidal 
current  running  between  the  rocks.  I  heard  during 
my  stay  that  a  fisherman  landed  at  Screeb  a  salmon 
attacked  by  a  small  shark,  and  as  it  would  not 
release  its  prey  it  was  brought  to  shore  with  the 
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salmon.  I  have  recalled  a  rather  similar  ineidont 
when  I  was  fishing  for  tarpon  in  Florida. 

The  Galway  folk  who  used  to  row  us  about 
the  lakes  were  often  dark  and  swarthy  men,  whose 
appearance  suggested  that  had  they  claimed  descent 
from  the  Spanish  sailors  who  escaped  to  the  wc£t(  m 
shores  of  Ireland  after  the  destruction  of  the  Armada, 
the  claim  could  be  sustained.  One  of  them,  kno^vn 
locally  as  "  Black  Michael,"  was  a  great  friend  of 
mine.  He  used  to  provide  us  with  delicious  lobsters 
and  prawns  caught  along  the  shore.  I  gave  him 
some  grouse  boxes  and  asked  him  to  for^vard  prawns 
to  me  in  England,  promising  him  the  full  London 
market  prices.  I  received  one  or  two  boxes,  and 
he  then  sent  word  to  say  that  the  bad  weatlicr 
had  stopped  the  catch.  I  cannot  help  thinking 
that  this  was  not  so,  and  that  the  truth  is  that 
having  passed  out  of  sight  I  had  gone  out  of  mind, 
and  that  the  natural  indolence  which  such  regions 
breed  had  made  Black  Michael  careless  of  adding 
to  an  income  which,  however  slender,  probably 
sufficed  his  simple  needs. 

For  many  delightful  years  I  pursued  the  sea 
trout  in  this  Arcadia,  and  then  we  found  that  the 
upkeep  was  too  expensive  for  a  couple  of  fishermen, 
and  we  formed  a  syndicate  of  six  or  seven.  Lord 
Dudley,  then  Viceroy  of  Ireland,  was  one  of  them. 
He  brought  Lady  Dudley  and  some  of  his  friends, 
and  the  lodge  was  improved  out  of  recognition. 
The  lease  has  now  passed  into  Lord  Dudley's  hands, 
but  I  fear  the  fishing  is  not  what  it  was.  Special 
flies,  rather  large  ones,  were  required  for  this  lake 
fishing,  and  I  remember  that  we  got  them  from 
an  excellent  maker  of  tackle  in  Galway,  named 
Lydon.     The  only  place  that  could  compare  with 
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Inver  for  sport  was  Costello,  not  many  miles  away, 
but  the  fishing  there  did  not,  I  think,  yield  more 
than  a  couple  of  thousand  sea  trout  in  a  good  season 
so  it  was  not  quite  equal  to  ours.  My  fishing  ex- 
periences have  been  gathered  from  all  parts  of  the 
world,  and  when  I  come  to  review  them  I  am  forced 
to  conclude  that  for  sheer  beauty  of  surrounding, 
for  excellence  of  sport,  and  f^r  pleasant  associations] 
I  have  had  httle  to  equal  and  nothing  to  better 
what  came  to  me  through  so  many  pleasant  seasons 
in  the  romantic  Connemara  country. 

I  am  afraid  that  I  shall  not  remember  all  my 
fishing  experiences  on  the   Blackwater  until   it   is 
too  late  to  record  them.    Memory,  my  memory  at 
least,  is  best  stimulated  by  the  stray  remark,  the 
casual  reminiscence,  of  a  friend.     There  were  so  many 
interesting  incidents  in  Ireland  that  I  came  in  the 
latter  years  to   look   almost   as   eagerly   for    those 
outside  happenings  as  for  the  sport  itself.     I  said 
"  almost,"  please  remember,  not  "  quite."     I  always 
loved  a  spice  of  adventure ;  a  modicum  of  the  clement 
of  danger  in  sport   added   immensely   to   my   zest 
for  it,  and,  as  I  was  in  Ireland  during  the  years  of 
the  worst  activities  of  the  Land  League,  I  did  not 
lack   forms   of  excitement   that   even   tiic    salmon 
themselves    could    not    supply.     1    was    often    the 
guest  on   ^he   lower   Careysville    water   of  Colonel 
Percy,  "Hotspur"    so    called.    We    lived    in    very 
httle  luxury  in   an   old   keeper's   house.     The   bad 
floors  were  covered  with  a  few  elderly  goat  skins, 
the  whole  accommodation  was  of  the  most  primitive 
kind,  but  we  enjoyed  our  simple  life  well  enough. 
They  were  times  of  high  political  tension,   feeling 
ran  high,  even  life  was  not  always  respected.    Our 
landlord,  Mr.  Montgomery,  was  repeatedly  advised 
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to  have  police  protection,  for  he  was  believed  to 
be  a  marked  man.  He  was  certainly  a  very  brave 
one,  and  persistently  refused.  I  do  not  think  for  a 
moment  that  my  fishing  friends  or  I  ran  any  risks— 
the  people  in  the  neighbourhood  were  always  friendly 
to  me — but  there  was  con.tant  excitement,  for  au- 
thority could  hardly  cover  all  the  ground  it  had  to 
survey,  and  sometimes  there  were  night  poachers  at 
work  on  the  Blackwater.  From  time  to  time  they 
would  come  into  collision  with  our  watchers,  and 
then  there  would  be  free  fights,  or  so  we  were  told. 
It  was  impossible  to  know  where  or  when  these  en- 
counters might  take  place,  but  Colonel  Percy  and 
I  did  our  best  to  take  part  in  some,  and  were  never 

successful. 

I  remember  quite  well  the  first  night  of  my 
earliest  visit  to  the  lower  Careysville  water.  After 
dinner  my  friend  suggested  that  we  should  go  out 
together  and  watch  the  river.  I  agreed,  and  he 
fetched  a  couple  of  revolvers,  one  for  himself,  the 
other  he  gave  to  me.  We  crawled  along  the  bottom 
of  a  dry  ditch  to  get  unobserved  to  the  river  bank. 
I  was  close  behind  my  companion,  who,  as  soon 
as  he  reached  the  river-side,  fired  four  or  five  shots. 
This  rather  startled  me,  but  he  told  me  he  had  only 
done  it  to  warn  any  poaching  gang  in  the  vicinity 
that  the  river  was  well  guarded.  It  becarne  a  part 
of  our  regular  programme  to  watch  the  river,  but, 
as  I  have  said,  we  were  never  in  the  right  place 
when  watchers  and  poachers  met— which  they  did 
fairly  often  according  to  local  report.  It  was  diffi- 
cult to  be  sure  whether  they  did  meet,  statistics 
there  were  not  very  accurate. 

For  the  first  few  years  of  my  sport  in  Ireland 
the  fishing  on  the  Blackwater  was  extremely  good, 
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then  it  began  seriously  to    deteriorate.     My  land- 
lord had  the  right  to  act  as  one  of  the  river  Con- 
servators,  or  to   nominate   someone   in   his   place, 
and  he  had  nominated  me.    My  colleagues  and  I 
felt  that  something  was  wrong  with  the  conditions 
under  which  fish  were  enabled  to  come  up  the  river, 
and  we  decided   to   take   expert   opinion.     So   we 
retained  Mr.   ffenncll,   sometime   Fishing  Editor  of 
The  Field,   a   very   experienced    man,    with    much 
practical  knowledge  of  his  subject,  and  he  came  to 
the  Blackwatcr  and  examined  the  river  very  care- 
fully indeed.    He  made  a  report  in  which  he  held 
that  the  failure  of  the  fish  was  largely  due  to  the 
very  heavy  netting  at  Lismore,  and  to  the  use  of 
the  fishing  hatches  on  the  Duke  of  Devonshire's 
Lismore  weir,  to  which  he  was  entitled  by  a  charter 
of  great  antiquity.    It  is  only  fair  to  say  that  the 
Duke  had  established  his  rights  some  years  previously 
at  a  very  heavy  cost,  and  had  leased  them  to  his 
net-fishing  tenant,  Mr.  Foley,  an  amiable  and  reason- 
able man  enough,   but  one  who,  not  unnaturally, 
\vishcd  to  get  the  best  he  could  from  his  holding. 
The  situation  as  Mr.  ffennell  found  it  was  a  curious 
one;  those  who  understand  our  salmon  rivers  will 
appreciate  it.    The  Weir  had  been  passed  as  legal 
by  the  Fishery  Commissioners  a  good  many  years 
before  Mr.  ffennell  saw  it,  but  it  had  changed  con- 
siderably.   As    often    happens,    the    course    of   the 
river  had  shifted  slightly,  through  floods;  the  con- 
stant rush  of  the  water  over  the  weir  and  through 
the  "  Queen's  Gap  "  (the  part  that  is  made  lower 
by  law  to  allow  salmon  a  free  way  up  stream)  had 
scooped  up  so  much  of  the  river  bed  that  the  salmon 
were  tempted  to  use  the  easier  water  leading  up 
a  back  stream  to  the  hatches  where  great  quantities 
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were  taken.  The  depth  of  the  river  bed  liad  Ixin 
increased  very  considerably  by  the  rush  of  the 
waters,  and  the  fish  did  not  like  the  effort  required  to 
emerge  from  it  and  run  up  stream.  So  the  most  of 
them  went  as  far  as  the  back  stream  I  have  rcfc  rrcd 
to  and  never  passed  the  "Queen's  Gap"  at  all. 

We    Conservators,    having    received    and    con- 
sidered Mr.  ffenncll's  report,  felt  it  was  our  duty 
to  submit  it  to  the  Duke  and  ask  him  to  rcciive  a 
deputation  of  Conservators  and  upper  proprit  tors,  to 
discuss  the  situation  and  consider  what  could  best 
be   done  to  set  the  balance   right.     It  is  perhaps 
unnecessary   to   point    out   that   the    position  was 
serious  for  the  landowners  on   cither  side  of  the 
river  and   to   the  neighbouring   country   generally, 
for   the    fishing    rents    were    considerable    and  the 
salmon  brought  a  lot  of  money  into  the  district 
for  the  pubUc  good.    Unfortunately,  the  Duke  was 
advised  that  his  position  was  unassailable,  and  in 
those  circumstances  he  not  unnaturally  declined  to 
receive   a   deputation    with   which   he   felt   ho  had 
nothing    to    discuss.      Thereupon    the    Conservators 
decided  that  there  was  no  course  left  but  an  appeal 
to  the  law,  and  we  consulted  Mr.  Carrol,  a  prominent 
citizen  and  lawyer  of  Fermoy.  legal  advise  r  to  our 
Board,  whose  brother-in-law  was  no  other  than  the 
redoubtable  "  Tim  "  Healy,  who,  as  is  well  known, 
is  a  most  able  barrister  as  well  as  one  of  the  wittiest 
and  most  incisive  speakers  in  the  House  of  Commons. 
Before  following  the  course  of  the  action  let  me 
relate  a  little  incident  in  connection  with  it.    I  was 
fishing  on  the  upper  pool  of  the  Blaekwater  and 
was  playing  a  salmon  when  I  heard  the  sound  of 
a  car  on  the  road  behind  me  and  a  voice  called  out: 
"  How  are  you,  Lord  Warwick  ?  "     I  turned  round. 
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not  foi^etting  that  I  had  a  salmon  to  tackle,  and 
saw  Mr.  Carrol,  Mr.  Healy,  and  another  gentleman 
in  black  coats  and  silk  hats.  Ret  Using  that  they 
wanted  to  discuss  the  case,  I  called  out  to  Mr.  Healy 
—whom,  of  course,  I  knew  from  the  old  days  in 
the  House—"  Catch  hold  of  this  salmon,  Mr.  Healy. 
Play  and  land  him  for  me."  But  the  redoubtable 
politician  who  would  stand  up  without  flinching 
before  hundreds  of  hardened  Unionists,  and  beard 
tlic  Prime  Minister  on  the  Treasury  Bench  without 
a  moment  of  hesitation,  would  not  face  a  lively 
salmon.  So  they  waited  while  1  landed  my  fish, 
and  before  they  went  away  I  presented  it  to  Mr. 
Healy  that  he  might  have  additional— should  I  say 
circumstantial  ? — evidence  that  he  had  been  engaged 
to  fight  in  a  good  cause.  Certainly  he  worked  very 
hard  for  that  cause,  and  left  nothing  undone. 

Our  first  appearance  as  plaintiffs  was  before  the 
stipendiary  magistrates,   and  could  not  have  been 
more  successful.    They  decided  that  the  weir,  how- 
ever legal  it  might  have  been  in  the  past,  was  an 
illegal  one  now,  and  the  Duke  of  Devonshire  was 
adjudged   liable   to   fines    amounting   to   nearly    a 
thousand  pounds  for  not  putting  his  weir  in  order 
after  due   notice  given.    But   the   Duke    was   not 
the  sort  of  man  to  take  this  decision  without  pro- 
test.   Temperamentally   cautious,    he   took   a    long 
time  to  make  up  his  mind,  and  when  he  had  arrived 
at  a  decision  he  was  prepared  to  follow  it  as  far 
as  It  would  go.    He  promptly  gave  notice  of  appeal, 
and  the  matter  went  to  the  Queen's  Bench  before 
nve  judges,  including  the  Chief  Justice  of  Ireland. 
Ihe  whole  case  was  argued  very  closely ;  Mr.  Healy 
was  searching,  witty,  and  brilliant,  while  be  handled 
the  legal  side  with  the  utmost  skill.    It  was  a  close 
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thing.  Two  of  the  judges  upheld  the  deeision  of 
the  stipendiary  magistrates,  two  were  opposed  to  it, 
and  the  onus  of  decision  was  upon  the  Chief  Justice 
of  Ireland,  who,  in  a  closely  reasoned  jv  igmont, 
held  that  since  the  weir  had  been  passed  as  a  proper 
one  by  the  Commissioners,  it  could  not  now  be 
adjudged  faulty.  At  the  same  time,  curiously 
enough,  he  held  that  this  legal  weir  had  not  bien 
maintained  in  a  legal  condition.  For  this  minor 
offence  the  Duke  was  to  be  mulcted  in  a  stnull  tine 
and  the  bulk  of  his  penalties  were  to  be  romitttd. 
The  case  was  then  returned,  if  my  memory  serves 
me  truly,  to  the  original  court,  where  I  bilieve 
the  fines  were  removed  altogether  and  each  side 
paid  its  own  costs,  thef  j  amounting  in  the  case  of 
the  Conservators  to  about  six  hundred  pounds. 

The  fishing  grew  steadily  worse,  and  at  last,  in 
despair,  we  approached  the  Duke  again  and  asked 
his  permission  to  negotiate  with  Mr.  Foley,  tb- 
tenant  of  the  net-fishing,  in  an  endeavour  to  buy 
off  the  hatches  for  certain  months  of  the  year  and 
to  reduce  the  net-fishing  in  the  fresh  water  above 
Lismore.  It  might  have  been  thought  that  after 
his  unpleasant  and  rather  expensive  experience  the 
Duke  would  not  have  been  well  disposed  to  treat, 
but  those  who  know  him  will  not  be  surprised  to 
hear  that  he  was  as  courteous  as  though  nothing 
untoward  had  happened.  So  was  Mr.  Foley,  and 
the  upshot  of  our  negotiations  was  that  the  hatches 
were  opened  and  some  of  the  nets  removed,  in  return 
for  certain  subscriptions,  some  of  them  very  large 
ones.  In  this  way,  I  am  convinced  that  Blackwater 
was  saved  as  a  salmon  river. 

I  think   the   netters   in  the   estuary  of  salmon 
rivers  are  sometimes  a  little  short-sighted.    By  over- 
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doing  the  burmest  they  may  get  very  valuable  results 
for  a  few  yea*<»,  but  they  check  the  breeding  of  fish, 
and  if  sufficient  salmon  are  not  free  to  come  up  the 
river  in  s;ia\ming  time,  in  a  very  few  years  there 
will  be  no  fish  left.  So,  quite  apart  from  the  economic 
advantages  of  having  salmon  in  the  river,  there  will, 
after  a  while,  be  fewer  salmon  beyond  the  weir,  and 
ultimately  none  at  all.  It  should  be  remembered 
that  a  salmon  always  invariably  returns  to  its  own 
river  to  spawn.  In  all  the  years  I  fished  the  Black- 
water  it  was  quite  a  remarkable  occurrence  to  find 
a  fish  that  had  come  from  the  neighbouring  river, 
the  Suir.  I  could  always  recognise  them,  for  they 
are  shorter  and  thicker  than  those  of  the  Black- 
water.  A  river  depends  upon  its  own  stock.  This 
year  heavy  floods  on  the  Blaekwater  have  washed 
out  the  spawning  beds,  and  in  a  few  seasons,  when 
this  year's  fish  should  have  gone  down  to  the  sea 
to  return  in  the  pink  of  condition,  there  will  prob- 
ably be  a  marked  scarcity.  The  balance  between 
the  nets  and  the  rods  requires  delicate  adjustment, 
and  this  is  only  possible  when  the  interested  parties 
understand  not  only  the  measure  of  their  own  re- 
quirements,  but  the  needs  of  the  fish  themselves. 
Happily  all  is  well  on  the  Blaekwater  as  far  as  the 
general  conditions  go,  and  I  like  to  think  that  for 
very  many  years  to  come  there  will  be  enthusiasts 
along  the  banks  who  will  experience  the  joy  that 
came  to  me  so  often  I'l  times  gone  by.  Large  sums 
have  been  spent  on  liateheries ;  I  think  it  remains 
to  be  proved  that  they  justify  the  expenditure. 

Looking  back  over  these  pages  I  find  that  I  have 
left  out  of  consideration  one  of  the  most  delightful 
of  pastimes,  one  to  which  I  have  always  been 
addicted— and  that  is,  drj-fly  fishing.     Happily,  it 
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is  not  too  late  to  record  the  fact  that  I  was  for  ten 
years  a  member  of  the  famous  Longstock  Club ; 
I  told  the  story  of  the  Longstock  trout  that  cost 
me  ten  gumeas  a  few  pages  back.    The  Club  con- 
sists of  four  members  only,  and  rents  some  very 
desirable    stretches   of   the   Hampshire    Test   with 
headquarters   near   Stockbridge.    It    has    been  es- 
tablished for  more  than  a  century,  and  has  numbered 
some  very  skilled  dry-fly  fishermen  in  its  slender 
ranks,  the  old  Duke  of  Argyll  and  Lord  Tanker- 
ville   among   them.    I    was   elected   on   the   retire- 
ment of  Mr.  Arthur  Coventry,  who  found  that  his 
various  duties  in  connection  with  the  Turf  refused 
him  the  leisure  he  required  for  a  sport  tc  which 
he    was   truly    devoted.    My    colleagues    were   Mr. 
"  Billy  "  Craven,  Colonel  the  Honourable  "  Obby  " 
Craven,  and  Lord  Harewcod.    "We  had  four  beats 
on  the  Test,  a  charming  cottage  where  living  was 
quite  simple  but  appointments  were  sufficiently  com- 
modious, and  through  the  years  of  my  membership 
I   enjoyed   the   most   delightful  of  fortnights.    We 
gathered  as  soon  as  the  May  fly  was  out,  and  we 
generally  took  over  one  hundred  fish  to  four  rods 
in  the   fortnight,   averaging   2  lbs.  or  better.    We 
kept  in  the  cottage  a  large-scale  map  of  the  whole 
of  our  water,  and  when  a  member  returned  it  was 
his  duty  at  once  to  mark  on  the  map  the  exact  spot 
at    which    each   fish    had    been   caught.    Thus  we 
learned  where  the  fish  were,  for  it  is  a  curious  fact, 
and  one  that  fly-fishers  will  have  noticed,  that  where 
a  good  trout  is  caught  another  equally  good  promptly 
seeks  the  vacant  place. 

I  shall  never  forget  the  wonderful  spring  bright- 
ness of  the  river  Test,  the  varied  bird  life  and  musi?, 
the  call  of  the  peewits,  the  drumming  of  the  snipe, 
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the  glittering  flash  of  the  kingfisher,  the  white- 
waistcoated  water-ouzels  that  flitted  from  stone  to 
stone.  There  was  plenty  of  leisure  to  enjoy  Nature, 
for  there  are  certain  hours  when  nothing  is  doing. 
The  rise  has  its  appointed  time,  and  when  the  fly 
are  not  coming  down  stream  you  may  turn  to  your 
book  or  to  the  country  around.  It  was  only  when 
I  found  that  my  Yeomanry  and  the  May  fly  would 
persist  in  coming  out  at  about  the  same  time  that 
I  very  reluctantly  resigned  the  Longstock  Club,  my 
place  being  taken,  I  think,  by  Lord  Craven. 

We  would  go  out  shortly  after  ten  o'clock  in 
the  morning,  take  our  lunch  with  us,  remain  out 
till  ten  o'clock  at  night,  and  then  gather  for  an 
excellent  supper  and  a  rubber  of  whist  to  follow. 
My  first  day  as  a  member  produced  a  rather  amusing 
experience.    It  was  a  Sunday,  so  I  did  not  have  a 
net  man;    my  beat  was  the  lowest  one  opposite 
the  cottage;    the  others  did  not  go  out.    I  went 
to  a  "  carrier,"  a  narrow  stream  three  or  four  yards 
wide,  that  serves  to  irrigate  the  neighbouring  fields. 
I  had  been  told  of  a  large  fish  that  dwelt  there, 
and  had  hitherto  defied  my  colleagues.     Imagine  my 
delight  when  at  the  first  or  second  attempt  I  cast 
the  fly  right  over  him  and  he  took  it.    He  went 
al  oyer  the  water,  until  at  last  I  coaxed  him  into 
a  little  side  drain  and  stood  on  the  plank  that  crossed 
It.    Quite  cautiously  I  stooped  down  with  the  net. 
got  his  head  into  it,  moved  a  little  too  far  in  my 
eagerness,   lost   my  balance,   and   went  head   fore- 
most mto  the  water  and  chickweed.     I  came  up 
soused  but  triumphant,  retaining  my  fish,  a  three- 
pounder,  to  receive  the  congratulations  mingled  with 
Chaff  of  my  colleagues,  who  had  been  watching  the 
struggle  from  a  window  of  the  cottage. 
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THE  ENGLISH  LANDOWNER 

THE    great   land    problem  continues  to  claim 
attention  even  in  war  time.  Every  politician, 
every  agitator,  together  with  a  few  students  and 
honest  theorists  who  leaven  the  mass,  seeks  to  explain 
how  all  difficulties  will  yield  to  their  panaceas.    A 
landlord  myself,  and  not,  I  hope,  a  grasping  or  a 
thoughtless  one,   I  read  books,   pamphlets,   maga- 
zines, and  review  papers  in  search  of  enlightenment. 
I   inquire   about  some   of  the  authors;    they  are 
almost,  without  exception,  landless  men  or  landlords 
whose  views  are  shaped  by  one  or  other  of  the  parties 
to  political  ends.    Nowhere  does  there  seem  to  be 
representation  for  the  views  of  the  men  who  own 
a   considerable   portion   of  the   land,   and  are  en- 
deavouring in  the  face  of  much  prejudice  and  ever- 
increasing  penalties   to   acquit  themselves  honour- 
ably of  their  responsibilities  without  reference  to 
the  moods  of  the  hour.    The  law  of  the  land  in- 
vested us  in  the  past,  the  law  of  the  land  may  divest 
us  in  the  future  of  what  we  hold,  but  down  to  the 
present  our  title  is  good,  and  our  experience  un- 
rivalled.   I  submit,  then,  that  we  are  entitled  to 
be  heard,  at  least  as  attentively  as  those  who  are 
disposing  of  our  future  for  us.    Only  the  people 
standing  in  urgent  need  of  enlightenment  believe 
that  the  landowner  is  a  man  who  sits  in  receipt  of 
custom,  and  is  not  called  upon  to  labour  and  to 
contrive  as  others  must.    Not  only  are  his  estates 
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his  business,  but  he  has  certain  aims  and  ambitions 
with  which  many  business  men  have  no  concern. 
If  he  has  inherited  land  he  has  also  inherited  its 
tradition.  It  is  his  special  aim  in  life  to  carry  on 
the  tradition  for  the  sake  of  those  who  must  take 
his  place,  to  leave  the  land,  if  possible,  in  better 
heart  than  he  found  it.  I  know  dozens  of  men 
who  have  lived  good  and  useful  lives  in  pursuit  of 
such  a  tradition,  hardly  known  outside  the  circle 
of  their  friends  and  tenantry,  never  willingly  appear- 
ing in  the  limelight.  I  shall  submit  that  England 
owes  more  to  them  than  to  the  average  traducer 
of  landowners,  and  that  she  is  almost  ignorant  of 
the  debt.  The  man  who  talks  and  writes  with 
ease  and  fluency  compels  the  public  ear ;  the  man 
who  acts  conscientiously  and  silently  remains  un- 
known. He  las  never  been  trained  to  repel  the 
attacks  of  people  who  are  concerned  not  with  his 
misdeeds,  real  or  imaginary,  but  with  their  own 
public  career. 

In  the  first  place  I  suggest  that  the  old  land- 
owner's tradition  is,  in  England  at  least,  of  great 
value  to  the  tenant.  Landlords  have  been  con- 
sidering their  special  set  of  problems  until  they 
have  a  traditional  knowledge  that  is  closely  akin 
to  instinct.  Theur  advantages  are  few.  The  price 
of  peaceful  possession  grows  year  by  year,  the  costs 
of  management  and  upkeep  tend  steadily  to  rise ; 
if  business  men  were  penalised  as  landlords  are, 
they  would  have  a  very  ugly  name  for  the  system 
under  which  they  laboured.  But  even  if  some 
of  us  have  wealth,  we  lack  votes;  we  can  neither 
flatter  Demos,  nor  bribe  him ;  I  am  not  sure  that 
we  would  do  either  if  we  could. 

Let  me  point  out  that   few  landlords   receive 
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interest  in  proportion  to  the  capital  value  of  their 
land.  I  remember,  as  an  example,  a  case  m  Nvhich 
part  of  an  estate  in  which  I  am  interested  was  sold 
at  the  price  of  about  £20  per  acre.  The  proceeds 
being  trust  moneys  were  put  into  Government  securi- 
ties, returning  three  and  a  half  per  cent.  The  nominal 
loss  of  income  in  gross  rental  being  represented  by 
the  figure  one,  was  counterbalanced  by  an  actual  gain 
of  four.  Upkeep,  outgoings,  allowances  to  tenants 
accounted  for  the  difference. 

Why,  then,  it  may  be  asked,  does  not  the  land- 
owner  sell?     The    answer    is    simple,   the    reason 
is  a  sentimental  one.     Sentiment  is  a  ruling  force 
It  expresses  itself  in  love  of  a  tradition,  in  appre- 
ciation of  status— a  very   human  failii;g  after  all 
and  not  Umited  to  landlords— possibly,  too,  in  enjoy- 
ment of  sporting  rights.    I  think  I  could  justify 
sporting  rights,   and   show  that   within  reasonable 
bounds  they  do  more  good  than  harm  to  the  com- 
munity at  large,  but  to  do  this  I  should  stray  beyond 
the  proper  limits  of  my  present  objective.    We  know 
that  many  people  prize  a  family  portrait  or  a  piece 
of  jewellery   because   it   was    the   property   of  an 
ancestor.    If  this   sentiment   be   voted   pardonable 
and  reasonable,  how  much  more  will  it  not  extend 
to  a  park,  to  century-old  gardens,  to  thriving  farm- 
steads ? 

If  land  ownership  be  an  evil,  let  the  State 
devise  some  other  means  of  tenure,  but,  while  the 
old  principle  obtains,  let  even  the  landlord  have 
fair  play.  Above  all,  let  the  true  facts  of  his  case 
be  understood  by  those  who  criticise  it. 

The  old  traditions  are  very  valuable  to  the 
tenant.  In  bad  years  he  has  come  to  us  for  relief, 
and  I  think  that  the  books  of  any  large  estate  would 
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show  under  the  heading  "allowances  to  tenants" 
some  very  remarkable  figures.  In  good  years  the 
landlord  gets  no  more  than  his  rent,  and  it  is  notice- 
able that  when  modem  taxation  forces  him,  however 
reluctantly,  to  sell  farms,  the  purchasers  are  generally 
the  farmers  upon  whom  his  hand  is  supposed  to 
have  fallen  so  heavily. 

In  Ireland  the  Land  Courts  and  the  Land  Acts 
have  worked  great  changes.     But  there  the  land- 
lord, so  often  an  absentee,  seldom  did  much  on  his 
land.*    The    tenant    did    most    of    the  reclaiming 
and  the  landlord  received  eighteen  to  twenty-two 
and  a  half  years'  purchase  for  >^hat  he  had  to  sell 
This  may  have  been  good  politics,  b:'t  was  it  sound 
busmess  ?    Here  the  landlords  have  deserved  better 
treatment  and  received  worse.     Truly   politics  has 
much  to  answer  for.    In  England  the  cost  of  build- 
ings, gates,  draining,  wells,  general  upkeep,  comes 
for  the  most  part  out  of  the  landlord's    pocket. 
The  State  does  not  give  so  much  as  a  water  supply 
the  tenant  expects  his  rent  to  cover  all  his  outlay! 
To  be  sure,  short  tenancies  are  the  rule,  but  why 
not  ?    Many  holdings  pass  from  generation  to  gener- 
ation without  change.    If  the  tenant  fails,  he  goes 
and  the  landlord  must  stand  the  loss ;    not  every 
tenant  is  a  Rood  farmer,  or  one  whose   "acts  of 
husbandry  "  a.    above  suspicion.     The  good  farmer 
has  ample  security;    the  law  gives  him  compensa- 
tion for  disturbance  and  enables  him  to  claim  for 
unexhausted  improvements  that  may  be  in  the  land. 
It  is  very  hard  to  check  statements  relating  to  them, 
but  It  happens  sometimes  that  these  unexhausted 
values  are  almost  as  shy  as  they  are  costly. 

considerably  gwater  Uum  the  Undlord'..  ^rureuMe  wm 
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Taxes  and  tithe  are  rising  steadily.  The  improved 
price  of  com  will  seriously  increase  the  latter.  In 
the  old  days  the  landlord  could  recover  tithe  from 
the  tenant,  now  there  is  a  change.  As  I  have  said, 
when  I  sat  in  the  Commons  for  Colchester,  the 
late  W.  H.  Smith,  who  then  led  the  Conservative 
party  in  that  House,  told  me  that  there  would  be 
pari  passu  with  the  Tithe  Act,  as  part  of  the 
session's  programme,  a  Tithe  Redemption  Bill.  It 
would  have  been  sound  and  I  think  reasonable, 
seeing  that  the  tithe  is  based  upon  the  price  of 
com,  over  a  term  of  years,  but  the  Conservative 
party  was  out  for  popularity,  and  there  is  nothing 
quite  so  popular  apparently  as  a  measure  that 
withholds  simple  justice  from  landlords. 

To-day,  under  the  latest  mling,  land  that  has 
a  building  value  and  is  not  offered  for  building  is 
liable  to  special  taxation  as  a  building  site.    Some 
of  my   meadows  close  to  the  Castle   at  Warwick 
meet  the  town,  which  comes  right  up  to  the  Castle 
walls.    The  town  has  crept  on  century  after  century 
until  it  can  come  no  farther.    To  preserve  these 
fields  from  the  builder  there  is  a  liability  for  taxes 
under  the  Finance  Act  of  1900-10,  and  these  taxes 
are  estimated  on  a  basis  very  many  times  the  agri- 
cultural value  of  the  land.    But  to-day  the  town 
has  set  up  a  sewage  farm  in  the  neighbourhood  and 
laid  the  main  drain  across  the  park.    The  results  are 
distinctly  unpleasant,   and  the  value  of  the  land 
for  building,  or  even  for  farming  by  people  whose 
sense    of   smell    is    even    normally    developed,   has 
become  problematical.    I  do  not  care  to  write  of 
my  own  affairs,  but  my  excuse  is  that  I  have  studied 
them  and  that  they  supply  me  with  the  examples 
needed  to  enforce  arguments. 
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Break  up  the  land,  say  some  reformers,  generally 
theorists  with  a  maximum  of  eloquence  harnessed 
to  a  minimim  of  knowledge.     Will  this  make  for 
productive    farming    or    economical    management  ? 
I  think  not.    Land  agents  and  farmers  of  all  shades 
of  opinion,  if  they  are  handicapped  by  expert  know- 
ledge, are  of  the  same  opinion.    The  best  farming 
requires  the  best  land,  and  sufficient  of  it  to  justify 
the  use  of  the  beat  and  most  modem  machinery. 
This  last  is  expensive ;  in  order  to  buy  it  you  must 
be  able  to  obtain  the  full  advantage  it  offers.     The 
failure  of  the  Small  Holdings  Act  is  tacitly  admitted 
by  the  Committee  of  the  Board  of  Agriculture  which 
sat  recently  under  the  chairmanship  of  Sir  Harry 
Vemey,  and  issued  a  long  report  showing  how  to 
put  a  few  hundred  soldiers  and  sailors  on  the  land 
at  a  cost  of  two  million   pounds!      Space  forbids 
detailed  criticism  of  this  report ;    it  is  an  eloquent 
tribute  of  the  desire  to  satisfy  those  who  simply 
do  not  understand  the  economic  principles  underlying 
the  productive  management  of  the  soil.    Here,  again, 
I  must  leave  an  important  side  issue  undiscussed 
in  detail,  though  I  have  covered  my  copy  of  the 
report  with    criticisms    that    are,    I   believe,   quite 
cogent.    But   I   cannot   help    remarking   that   had 
the  Small  Holdings  Act  been  drafted  for  the  genuine 
small-holder,  and  not  for  the    men  who  wished  to 
go  to   the  country  with  a  political  cry,   it  could 
hardly  have  failed  to  be  a  more  efficient  piece  of 
legislation. 

I  turn  to  the  question  of  cottage  accommodation, 
senously  compUcated  because  the  farmer  quite  reason- 
ably demands  tied  houses,  while  the  labourer,  with 
equal  justice,  demands  a  free  market  for  the  work 
of  his  hands.     If  a  farmer's  labourers  do  not  wish 
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to  work  for  him  and  wish  to  remain  in  their  homes, 
where  is  he  to  put  the  men  who  will  take  their  place  ? 
The  dearth  of  cottages  is  to  be  seen  from  Land's 
End  to  John  o'  Groats.  If,  on  the  other  hand,  the 
labourer  cannot  leave  when  he  likes,  and  bo  free 
to  go  where  he  pleases,  the  farmer  could,  and  might 
until  quite  recently,  have  forced  him  to  accept 
any  wage  he  thought  fit  to  offer.  The  greater  the 
labourer's  family  the  larger  the  number  of  his 
hostages  to  fortune.  The  ideal  would  be  a  suffi- 
ciency of  tied  and  free  cottages  and  wages  that 
would  permit  the  labourer  to  pay  an  economic  rent. 
As  I  write,  or,  rather,  as  I  revise  these  lines,  the 
passage  of  Mr.  Prothero's  Com  Production  Bill 
through  both  Houses  of  Parliament  suggests  that  a 
modus  has  been  found. 

At  present  prices,  or,  to  be  more  exact,  at  prices 
ruling  before  the  War,  a  really  comfortable  cottage. 
that  is  in  keeping  with  the  countryside    and  has 
adequate    accommodation    for   the    children,   could 
not  be  built  for  less  than  £200,  or  rented  at  less  than 
four  shillings  a  week,  though,  I  believe,  the  editor 
of  the  Spectator  has  advanced  some  simple  method 
of  construction  and  has  put  it  to  a  practical  test. 
I  am  not  sure,  however,  that  his  system  will  apply 
to  all  parts  of  England  equally  well.     On  tlie  l)asis 
I    have    suggested,    namely    £200,    when   rates  and 
taxes  and  repairs  have  been  paid  by  the  landlord 
the  interest  on  money  will  not  be   more  than  2, 
per  cent.    But  the  labourer  cannot  pay  four  slul- 
lings  a  week,  he  cannot  well  pay  half-a-erown.    How, 
then,   can   cottages   be   built?    I   have   before  nie 
the  figures  of  two  comfortable  cottages,  half  timbered, 
thatched,    and    standing   in    a   beautiful    situation, 
with  a  good  water  supply  and  ample  garde  n.    The 
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two  bring  in  a  groM  rental  of  £6  a  year  from  the 
families  of  agricultural  labourers.  Of  this  sum  £2 
goes  in  rates  and  '••'xcs.  Tliu  cottages  were  rc- 
thatched  a  year  c  ago  at  a  cost  of  £12,  and 

kitchen  ranges  were  put  in.  A  new  gate  has  lately 
been  added,  and  the  estate  painters  and  bricklayers 
did  some  necessary  work.  Needless  to  add  that 
those  cottages  produce  nothing  at  all  in  the  way 
of  net  income,  though  they  could  be  let  as  a  single 
week-end  cottage  on  a  repairing  lease  for  £10  per 
year.  In  view  of  the  modern  taxation  is  it  reason- 
able to  expect  landlords  in  a  strictly  agricultural 
district  to  build  more  cottages  for  the  farm  labourer 
on  the  same  terms  ? 

I  think  there  is  a  remedy  for  existing  conditions, 
though  it  is  one  that  I  have  not  seen  suggested 
in  all  the  written  material  through  which  I  have 
waded   carefully    in    search    of   a    solution    of  our 
national  difficulty,   which   is,    I   take   it,    to   make 
the  land  yield  a  maximum  of  food  and  support  a 
maximum  of  people.    My   suggestion   is   a  sliding 
scale  of  rent  based  upon  the  price  of  com,   and 
subject  to  triennial  revision  by  the  county  authori- 
ties under  the  direction  of  the  Board  of  Agriculture. 
It  pays  in  normal  times  to  raise  wheat  at  40s.  a 
quarter.    Quite  lately  the   market   price  has  been 
twice  that,  to  the  exclusive  benefit  of  the  farmer, 
but  I  can  remember  the  bad  years  when  it  was  down 
to  £1  a  quarter,  and  then  land  lay  derelict,  and 
while  the  town  ate  the  cheap  loaf,  the  countryside 
that   produced    it    went    hungry.     Let    the    State 
guarantee  the  minimum  of  45s.  as  the  basis  of  a 
sliding  scale  of  rent  payable  by  the  farmer  to  the 
tendlord,  and  wages  payable  by  the  farmer  to  the 
labourer.     Above   that  let    landlord,    farmer,    and 
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labourer  share  the  proceeds  in  measure  to  be  deter- 
mined by   the  State.    Then  the   land   could  com- 
fortably  support    all    three,    and    each    one    would 
benefit  by   the   most    modem   methods.     With  the 
assured   minimum    of   45s.   per   quarter   for  wlicat 
the    loaf    need    cost    no    more    than    fiveptnco,  as 
against  ninepence   at  time  of  writing.     Every  field 
capable  of  growing   corn   would  be   in   cultivation, 
and  every  extra  shilling  that  corn  produced  would 
be  shared  equitably  among  those  concerned  in  its 
production.     The  landowner,  for  the  reasons  I  have 
already  detailed,  would  still  be  making  more  saerificis 
than  the  State  would  ever  be  prepared  to  make; 
the  farm  labourer  would  be  in  a  position  to  seeure  a 
better  home  at  a  price  well  within  his  means.    At 
present  the  landlord  is  poor,  having  regard  to  his 
income  from  capital  values  ;    the  labourer  is  poor, 
having  regard  to  the  value  of  his  work  and  his    'ace 
among   the    social   assets   of  a   properly   conducted 
State.    It    has    been    proved    beyond    all    question 
that    the    country-bred    are    the    backbone   of  our 
navy,  army  and  police,  that  without  the  constant 
stream  of  fresh  blood  the  urban  centres  must  fail. 
The  farmer  thrives  under  existing  conditions-  gtner- 
ally  at  the  expense  of  the  community.     I  have  been 
grieved  to   see  how   some   farmers  have  responded 
to  the  State's  needs  during  the  present  crisis.    In 
very    many    instances    they    have    sacrificed   cattle, 
dairy   herds    and    flocks   because    of   the   increased 
cost   of  cake  and  offals,  though  the   price  they  are 
getting  for  corn  more  than  atones  for  the  shortage 
and  consequent  inflation  in  other  departments,  and 
recalls   the    days  of  the  Crimean  War  whin  rents 
were  high  and  taxes  comparatively  low.     Some  men 
are  farming  not  for  the  country  but  for  thenisehes; 
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they  are  growing  not  what  the  country  needs  most 
but  what  will  yield  them  the  largest  profit. 

With  a  reasonable  minimum  price  for  wheat 
the  mills  of  this  country  would  again  be  running  at 
full  pressure.  We  should  import  grain  instead  of 
flour,  and  the  milling  offals,  upon  which  stock- 
raising  depends,  would  once  more  be  plentiful  and 
cheap. 

For  the  social  life  in  the  countryside — there  is 
little  or  none  at  present — we  need  village  institutes, 
free  from  the  taint  of  sect  and  politics.     They  should 
not  be  controlled  by  any  sect  or  any  sect's  repre- 
sentative, for  between  the  Established  Church  and 
the  Xoneonformists  there  is  too  much  rivalry,  and 
there  would  always  be  the  tendency  for  one  side 
to  capture  it  at  any  cost  to  the  village  interests. 
The  institute  should  cater  for  women  and  children 
as  well  as  men,  and  every  man  and  woman  who 
lives  u  more  or  less  leisured  life  in  the  district  should 
help,  on  purely  national  and  patriotic  grounds,  to 
make  it  a  focus  of  intelligent  life.     While  the  country- 
side has  nothing  better  than    the    pubhc-house   to 
offer  its  inhabitants,  the  standard  of  life  and  thought 
must  remain  thoroughly  unsatisfactory. 

Looking  back   quite  dispassionately   over   many 
years  of  close  association  with  the  land,  I  think  that 
tlie  existing  system  of  tenure  can  more  than  justifv 
Itself  if  these  necessary  changes  are  brought  about 
to  meet  demands  that  have   only   become   urgent 
since  England  became  a  manufacturing  country     I 
behev-e,  in  all  sincerity,  that  the  possession  of  much 
land  by  a  few  people  has  been  good,  that  the  Con- 
scnative  landlord,  though  by   no  means  faultless, 
has  in  the  main  justified  himself.    I  have  never  yet 
met  the  tenant   who   would    willingly    exchange   a 
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landlord  of  the  old  school  for  one  of  the  business 
men  who  has  bought  a  big  estate  and  conducts  it 
to  bring  in  a  safe  five  or  six  per  cent,  on  capital 
outlay.  He  lacks  tradition,  and  the  lack,  as  the 
farmer  knows  instinctively,  is  fatal. 

Entail  is,  I  think,  good  because  it  holds  (statts 
together  and  enables  them  to  be  charged  for  youiig(  r 
children ;    equally  good  is  the  accompanying  po  ver 
of  apportionment.    But,  imless  there  is  a  very  largi 
amount  of  ready  money,  successive  deaths  will  hnak 
up  any  estate  under  the  new  regime,  and  conscqu(  ntly 
the  State  lives  upon  its  capital  instead  of  the  int.  rest 
of  that  capital.     The  landlord  whose  capital  is  taken 
for   Death    Duties    cannot    develop    his    estates  to 
advantage.     It    is,   I   suggest,   unfortunate   that  in 
this  country  we  make  a  "dead  set"  at  the  land- 
lord,  penalising   him  as   we   dare   not   penalise  the 
business  man,  who  controls  votes  but  is  without  any 
sense   of  noblesse  oblige,  and,  while   he   derides  the 
landlord,   would  not  accept  any  of  the  obligations 
that  the  landlord  has  laid  upon  himself.    In  good 
years  and  bad  the  landlord  has  kept  things  going. 
with  a   sense  of  responsibility  to  which  the  man 
who  regards  landowning  as  he  regards  any  other  form 
of  business  is  and  must  remain  a  stranger.    To  him 
land  is  only  one  of  many  assets ;    to  the  oUl-tinic 
o-svner  it  is  the  one  thing  that  matters. 

I  remember  the  black  years  in  Essex  \vhen 
taxation  was  maintained  to  the  bitter  end,  and  land 
was  falling  out  of  cultivation  and  landlords  had  to 
take  it  up  and  farm  it  at  a  loss  to  keep  a  part  of 
England  from  becoming  a  wilderness.  I  forget  how 
many  thousand  acres  my  wife  and  I  took  o\( r  and 
farmed  to  keep  things  goings.  We  all  came  through. 
as  best  we  could,  but  I  do  not  think  that  anything, 
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save  a  love  of  the  land  and  a  respect  for  tradition, 
would  have  enabled  us  to  do  so.  I  fear  that  if  a' 
crisis  comes  to  the  land  when  the  old  school  is 
extinct,  we  shall  find  the  new  school  running  away. 
I  hope  I  may  be  wrong. 

I   wll   give   yet   another   concrete    instance    of 
injustice   to   landlords.     Under   Lord    Caims's   Act 
farmers  were  entitled  to,  and  received,  compensation 
from   landlords    for   putting   down   arable    land    to 
pasture  at  their  own  expense.     The  compensation 
lias  reached  as  much  as  £5  per  acre,  and  some  years 
ago  thousands  of  acres  were  treated  in  this  fashion 
because  of  the  low  price  of  com.     Recently,  at  the 
instance  of  Lord   Selbome,   farmers   were  asked  to 
plough  up  the  pastures  and  put  them  down  to  wheat 
and,  as  every  farmer  knows,  they  will  be  ab'e  to 
crop  that  land  very  heavily  for  some  years  without 
manuring  it.     Surely,   if  the  compensation   to   the 
farmer  has  been  paid  by  trustees,  the  original  grant 
per  acre  belongs  to  the  remainder  man  and  should 
be  repayable  to  his  trustees  who  provided  the  money 
for  the  farmer  m  return  for  his  "  act  of  husbandry  "^ 
There  is  no  power  to  enforce  it,  and  the  question 
arises  as  to  how  far  the  trustees  of  the  estates  on 
which  this  conversion  is  taking  place  will  be  re- 
sponsible to  the  remainder   man  ?    Naturally    the 
owner  in  fee  simple  can  do  what  he  likes  with  his 
own    but  where  does  the  tenant  for  hfe  come  in  ' 
Another  question  arises.     If  wheat  should  fall  heavily* 
as  1    may  do  m  time  to  come  without  the  prop  of 
a  S  ate-regulated   minimum,  what  will   be  done  to 
meet  the  depreciation  ?     Tlie  landlord  or  his  t^stees 
will  have  paid  for  one  conversion,  and   wi  rhave 
had  no  compensation.     We  must  remember  that  In 
bad  times  good  grass  land  is  worth  twice  as  Ich 
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as  arable,  and  the  problem  must  be  considered, 
so  far  as  England  is  concerned,  in  terms  of  cattle 
as  well  as  of  corn.  Our  cattle  are  of  immense  value  to 
the  country.  The  climate  of  this  island,  in  spite 
of  its  ill-repute,  has  enabled  skilled  breeders  to 
produce  stock  that  commands  the  highest  prices  in 
the  markets  at  home  and  abroad.  We  can  at  ik  ed 
import  the  world's  best  com;  we  export  its  best 
cattle.  The  problem  is  not  likely  to  become  acute. 
nor  would  a  Government  minimum  for  com  involve 
any  change  in  minimum  prices.  For  some  years  to 
come  the  world's  merchant  service  will  not  nadily 
meet   the   demands   upon   it   that    will   come   Mith 

peace. 

If  this  chapter  were  not  already  of  sufficient 
length,  I  should  be  tempted  to  deal  with  the  per- 
versities of  local  assessment  and  to  plead  lor  a 
valuation  at  once  expert  and  unbiased,  the  sort  of 
assessment  for  which  we  look  in  vain  to-day,  but  it  is 
impossible  to  compass  within  reasonable  limits  all  the 
anomaUes  of  present  conditions. 

I  fear  that  the  land  has  been  for  long  the  sport 
of  politicians,  and  that  the  lacunae  have  hcxu 
filled  in,  according  to  their  knowledge,  by  the  doe- 
trinaires.  The  problems  are  many  and  baflling.  I 
would  not  suggest  that  the  great  landowners  have 
succeeded  in  solving  them,  or  that  they  can  arrive 
at  any  solution  without  State  aid  and  countenance. 
But  I  protest  against  the  modem  tendency  to  saddle 
the  landlord  with  the  responsibility  for  indiffertnt 
farming,  the  neglect  of  the  labourer  by  the  faruur, 
the  violent  fluctuation  in  prices,  and  the  lack  of 
remedial  measures  that  come  within  the  province 
of  the  State  rather  than  of  the  individual.  I  claim 
that   the    landlord    of   the   old    school    has   shown 
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himself  law-abiding,  self-sacrificing,  and  long- 
suffering,  and  that  he  has  been  contented  with  a 
very  small  return  upon  the  capital  value  of  his 
property.  Faced  with  the  ever-increasing  cost  of 
upkeep,  rising  taxes,  erratic  valuations,  and  the 
rest,  the  time  may  come  when  his  place  will  know 
him  no  more. 

In  that  time  will  any  considerable  class  of  the 
community  be  more  contented  or  appreciably  better 
oH  ?  ^y  ^ 
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CHAPTER    VIII 

A   SPORTING  VISIT  TO   FLORIDA 

I  DON'T  quite  know  why  fishing  appeals  to  me 
more  strongly  even  than  shooting,  but  it  docs. 
Long  before  my  father  would  allow  me  to  handle 
a  gun  he  had  given  me  a  fishing-rod,   and  wlun 
the  Avon  at  Warwick  was  fifty  years  or  more  younger 
than   it  is  to-day,  there  was  much  to  tempt  the 
young  fisherman.    Again,  the  best  of  the  fishing  is 
in  the  prime  of  the  year,  the  late  spring  brmgs 
the  trout,  and  full  summer  means  much  to  the  boy 
who  can  fish  waters  as  finely  stocked  as  those  of 
the  Avon  in  the  old  days.     Then  there  is  the  charm 
of  the  unexpected ;    you  don't  often  see  what  you 
are  catching  until  it  is  caught,   except,  of  course, 
in  dry-fly  fishing ;    there  are  the  chances  of  sonu  - 
thing  exceptional  in  point  of  size,  cunning,  strength ; 
there  is  the  prolonged  period,  when  you  don't  know 
if  the  fish  or  you  will  be  master  of  the  situation. 
I  love  shooting,   whether  the  tiger,  the  rhino,  the 
pheasant,   or  the  woodcock  be   the  quarry;    but, 
when  all  is  said  and  done,  I  place  fishing  first  and 
write   proxime   accessit   against    the   gun.    This  to 
explain   why,    when   my   friend   and   neighbour  in 
Warwickshire,  WiUie  Low,  told  me  he  proposed  to 
make  a  small  party  to  go  to  Florida  and  fish  for 
tarpon,  I  agreed  at  once  to  join  the  httle  expedition. 
I  had  heard  of  these  giant  fish  that  weigh  up  to 
a  couple  of  hundred  pounds,  are  caught  witli  rod 
and  line,  and  provide  the  most  exciting  sport,  and 
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the  chance  of  trying  my  luck  with  them  in  company 
with  friends  seemed  too  good  a  thing  to  miss.  A 
well-kno>\rn  sportsman,  Willie  Grenfell,  had,  I  heard, 
killed  his  hundredth  tarpon,  landing  the  fish  with 
a  shark  clinging  to  its  tail ! 

Our  party  was  four  in  number— that  fine,  all- 
round  sportsman,  Lord  Herbert  Vane-Tempest,  Willie- 
Low,  Teddy  Oakley,  and  myself.     We  collected  some 
of  tlie  necessary  equipment  and  went  off  via  New 
York,  but  we  did  not  go  straight  away  to  Florida. 
Mrs.  Low  was  the  daughter  of  (General  Gordon,  of 
the  United  States  Army,  who  lived  in  the  pictur- 
esque  old  town  of  Savannah,  in  Georgia,  and   we 
were  invited  to  break  our  journey  there  and  enjoy 
for  a  week  the  hospitality  of  General  and  Mrs.  Gordon. 
I  had,  of  course,  heard  much  about  the  hospitality 
of  the  old  Southern  families,  but  had  never  hoped 
to  experience  it,  and  the  experience  was  like  coming 
into  a  new  world.    I  have  had  my  full  share  of 
kindness  from  all  sorts  and  conditions  of  people  • 
sometimes  I  think  I  have,  perhaps,  had  more  than 
my  share,  but  I  have  never  lived  for  a  week  in  sur- 
roundings more  novel,  pleasing,  and  restful.     It  wns 
an  experience  that  stands  out  in  my  memory  hke 
a  landmark,  and  I  cannot  recall  it  without  feelines 
of  renewed  gratitude  to  my  gracious  hostess  and 
her  husband. 

We  kept  on  a  route  to  Florida  in  paying  our 
one  of  the  five  railway  systems  that  meet  there  is 

nhah!'".     -^f^f*^'     '^^    *«^"'    «f   «bout    50,000 
mhabitants.  is  built  near  the  mouth  of  the  SavannaJi 

cZl  f  A  T  T^  ^"  important  centre  of  the 

New  OrW.''  ^*  ^f  y^*^  ^''  P"d^  of  Pl-ce  to 
New  Orleans  and  Galveston,  while  retaining  all  the 
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outward  signs  of  prosperity.    About  Imlf  the  popu- 
lation is  black,  and,  as  far  as  I  could  sec,  the  best 
kind  of  black.     Although  slavery  is,  of  course,  a 
thing  of  the  past,  all  the  old  families  seem  to  have 
retained   their   black   servants,   and   the   frinulliist 
relations  exist  between  the  whites  and  the  negroes. 
General    Gordon's    comfortable    and    rambling    old 
house  was  in  the  centre  of  the  town,  and  y(  t  eould 
boast  a  delightful  garden.     Our  reception  could  not 
have  been  heartier,  and  our  host  and  hostess  cU ter- 
mined  to  show  us  things  we  had  not  seen  before. 
The  first   was   a   "terrapin   crawl."     This  delieious 
little   turtle    is   a   great   delicacv    and   very   highly 
esteemed.    We  were  driven  along  a  road,  composed 
chiefly  of  oyster-shells,  to  a  large  shed  with  a  pool 
of  water  in  the  centre  and  straw  all  round.    The 
general   took    us   there   on   the    morning   after  our 
arrival.     We  saw  nothing  until  he  whistled,  and  then 
hundreds— literally   hundreds— of  little  black  heads 
showed   above   the   water,   and   scores   of  terrapins 
made  their  way  to  the  straw  bed  to  be  fed  by  their 
owner.     Another  highly  esteemed  delicacy  of  Savan- 
nah is  the  oyster,  so  plentiful  there  that  many  of 
the  roads  leading  to  the  shore,  like  the  one  we  followed 
on  the  way  to  the  terrapins,  are  made  of  oyster- 
shelis,  and  a  single  road  so  made  demands  an  almost 
unimagmablc  number  of  what,  in  \'ictorian  times, 
the  newspapers  used  to  call  "  succulent  bivalves. 
I  learned  soon  that  the  oyster  of  this  part  of  (iiorgia 
is  not  esteemed  for  its  own  sake  so  much  as  for 
the  sake  of  a  tiny  crab  that  sits  in  its  shell  and 
is  housed  there.     This  crab   is   taken   and  frud  as 
though  it  were  whitebait,   and   makes  one    of  the 
most   delicious  dishes   it   has  ever    been  my  good 
fortune  to  enjoy. 
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At  night,  after  dinner,  we  used  to  go  into  the 
garden,  where  there  would  be  a  company  of  negroes 
with  beautiful  voices  engaged  to  sing  to  us  the  old 
songs  of  the  plantations.  I  am  not  nuisical,  but  I 
n.ver  liad  enough  of  these  songs.  The  Southern 
melodies,  for  the  most  part  in  a  minor  key,  have 
a  haunting  beauty  of  their  own  that  would  be  impres- 
sive anyM'here,  but  by  night,  in  the  beautiful  garden 
of  the  old-time  Southern  town,  they  had  an  in- 
describable quality.  It  was  not  only  to  the  four 
Europeans  that  they  appealed  ;  the  passers-by  would 
gather  at  the  garden  gates  and  the  street  woidd  be 
crowded  with  listeners.  It  was  a  picture  of  a  world 
familiar  only  in  books  that  these  negro  singers  con- 
jured up,  and  they  gave  me  memories  which  I  value 
to  this  hour,  and  take  a  pleasure  in  setting  down 
here. 

It  would  be  easy  to  go  wrong  in  describing  the 
fauna  of  Savannah.   One  afternoon,  just  as  the  day 
was  drawing  in,  I  was  sitting  in  the  garden  listening 
to  the  birds,  when  I  saw  a  very  fine  Mexican  mocking- 
bird feeding  among  the  flower  beds,  and   so  tame 
that  it  allowed  me  to  come  within  a  yard.     I  won- 
dered that  such  a  bird  should  have  travelled  so  far, 
but  thought  no  more  about  the  matter  until  a  few 
days  later  Mrs.  Gordon  told  me  that  her  mocking 
bird  had  escaped.    Tliat  was  the  one,  and  it  would, 
I  am  sure,  have  allowed  mc  to  pick  it  up.    Had 
she  not   spoken    I    should    have    been   prepared  to 
affirm    that    Mexican    birds    are    to    be    found    in 
Georgia,    and    I    suppose    that    eminent   naturalists 
would  have  told  me  I  ought  to  know  better. 

The  old  Confederate  families  in  Savannah  pride 
themselves  on  their  possession  of  some  of  the  finest 
madeira  wine  in  the  world.     It  is  highly  travelled. 
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for    they    are    accustomed   to    send    it    round 


the 


globe   in   sailing   ships,  and   they  name  their  l)ins 
after  the  ship  in  which  the  long  voyage  is  ttikcn- 
two  of  General  Gordon's  bins  vere,  I  remcnibn-.  tlu 
"Medina"  bin  and  the  "Medora"  bin— and,  vlun 
the  wine  reaches  Savannah  fully  matured,  it  is  stur.d, 
not  in  cellars  but  in  attics,  for  it  requires  warmtli 
to  keep  its  full  mellow  flavour.    One  day  our  host 
told  us  that  he  was  giving  us  a  "  madeira  ont.  rtnin- 
mcnt "  on  the  following  evening,  and  in  tlic  morn- 
ing he  and  his  son-in-law  Willie  Low  were  busily 
engaged     upstairs    decanting     the     precious    mivL- 
agc.     It  was  a  man's  party,    the  ladies  did  not 
appear ;   presumably  they  are  not  able  to  do  proper 
justice  to  such  an  occasion.    Twelve  of  us  sat  doun 
to  dinner,  and  on  the  sideboard  were  fourtctn  cut- 
glass  decanters  of  the  famous  wine.     I  have  luvir 
helped  to  cat  a  more  sumptuous  repast.    I  n  num- 
ber the  terrapin  soup,  the  soft-shelled  crab,  and  par- 
ticularly the  little  oyster  crabs.    Claret  and  cham- 
pagne flowed  like  the  water  over  Niagara  Falls,  hut 
the  madeira  remained  in  solitary  and  undisturlKcl 
state  till  dessert   was   served.     Then   the   decanters 
began  to  move.     Tlie  etiquette  was  for  tach  man 
to  attend  to  his  neighbour's  glass,   and  only  <m- 
man  shirked  his  obligations.    His  glass  once   lilkd, 
he  kept  it  nearly  full  all  the  time  so  tliat  it  vas 
impossible  to  make  him  play  his  part.    His  fccbk 
sense  of  duty  put  the  onus  of  fourteen  bottks  upon 
eleven  men,  all  of  whom  had  done  justice  to  the 
wines  that  preceded  the  madeira  ;    but  we  did  oiir 
duty,  and  the  decanters  were  empty  when  ^vi  lelt 
the  table.    It  was  at  once  a  rare  and  choice  unic ; 
I  do  not  think  its  like  could  be  bought  in  England 
for  any  money.     The  company  was  vcrj'  interesting, 
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and  included  the  Attorney-General,  a  judge,  and 
other  men  who  had  "  made  good."  Nearly  all  had 
fought  in  the  great  North  and  South  campaign,  but 
the  bitter  memories  appeared  to  have  been  quite 
obliterated  and  every  man  seemed  proud  to  belong 
to  the  United  Republic.  The  old  judge,  \vho  was 
my  neighbour,  had  been  one  of  Lee's  generals,  and 
he  told  me  that  in  a  certain  engagement  his  men 
were  giving  way  rather  badly.  He  tried  hard  to 
rally  them,  and  pursued  one  fugitive.  Riding  fast 
after  him,  he  pulled  out  his  revolver  and  threatened 
to  shoot  if  he  didn't  return  to  the  ranks.  "  Shoot 
then,  General,"  cried  the  man,  still  running.  "  I've 
a  dam  sight  better  chance  against  one  revolver  than 
against  thousands  of  rifles."  The  general  was  so 
tickled,  even  in  the  stress  and  heat  of  the  engage- 
ment, that  he  told  me  he  hadn't  the  heart  to  fire. 

It  was  in  Savannah  that  I  saw  the  most  remark- 
able birds  I  have  ever  come  across.  The  y  were  two 
grey  parrots,  very  handsome,  and  they  whistled 
part-songs  perfectly.  Their  owner  was  a  chemist. 
He  kept  a  small  sponge  in  a  dish  of  water  in  his 
shop,  and  when  he  wisht  d  his  birds  to  sing  he  would 
squeeze  a  little  water  from  the  sponge  over  their 
heads  and  whistle  the  first  notes  of  one  of  the  songs 
they  sang  in  part.  I  remember  their  rendering  of 
"  Annie  Laurie  "  ;  it  was  extraordinary.  I  asked 
the  owner  if  he  would  sell,  but  as  he  wanted  a  thou- 
sand dollars  apiece  for  his  ti  asures,  I  thought  it 
well  not  to  deprive  Savannah  of  their  gifts. 

I  never  had  a  more  enjoyable  week,  and  when 
the  visit  came  to  an  end  md  we  went  to  the  special 
train  that  had  been  chartered  to  take  us  to  Florida, 
we  were  surrounded  by  friends  who  had  come  to 
wish  us  good  sport,  and  to  bring  us  fruit  and  all 
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manner  of  other  dainties  for  our  journey  and  «mr 
stay  in  Florida.  It  was  impossible  to  soy  gtHnl- 
bye  to  such  genial  company  without  very  siimn 

regret. 

Our  "  special "  consisted  of  a  smgle  suloon  willi 
sleeping  berths,  and  as  the  run  was  a  long  on.   \v( 
all  went  to  bed.     Some  time  in  the  middle  of  th. 
night  I  woke  fetling  that  the  heat  was  imlxnral.h. 
and    barefooted,    wearing    only    pyjamas,     1    wtut 
out  on  to  the  little  platform  behind  the  enr  l.»  n^i 
coo       It    was    just    an    observation    post,    al.out 
eight   fert  square.     As   I   passed   out  on  to  it    tlif 
door  slammed  behind   mc.     We  were  travtllin^'  iil 
a  great  pace,  the  track  was  dusty,  and  the  osi  ill:!- 
tion  severe,  so  in  ten  minutes  or  a  quarter  ol  m 
hour  I  was  anything  but  hot,  and  turned  ba(k  to 
the  door— to  find  that  it  was  controlled  from  tir 
inside,  and  that  it  had  locked  itself.     I  ratthd  cii 
it  hard  to  attract  the  negro  attendant,  but  lu  ^vas 
not  near  enough  to  hear  the  hammering  abt)vt  tlu- 
roar   of  the   engine.    For   the   greater   jiart   ol  im 
hour  I  laboured  in  vain,  while  the  swing  ol'  tli<  car 
grew  greater,  and  I  began  to  get  giddy,  and  to  l\ar 
that  I  should  not  be  able  to  keep  my  iaoWu^.    At 
last  1  tried  liolding  on  to  the  rail  and  plunKmg  at 
what  seemed  to  be  the  door's  thinnest  pan- 1  ^wtll 
my    bare    foot.    A    bootmaker    could    have    dnvdi 
a  splendid  bargain  with  me  just  then;  so  too  couM 
an  ironmonger.    Happily  I  made  suflieicnt  impres- 
sion to  catch  the  ear  of  the  negro  on  duty.    He  (aim 
to  the  rescue,  not  before  it  was  time,  and  lor  tlio 
rest  of  that  night  I  did  not  find  the  heat  uncom- 
fortable, even  in  my  dreams. 

Nothing  more  occurred  to  mar  the  eoinlort  oi 
the   journey,    and    in   due   season   we   reached  our 
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destination,  or  rather  Punta  Gorda,  as  n(  ar  to  it 
as    the    train    could    travel.     A    tug    was    waiting 
for  us,  and  we  went  out  some  n^ilts  to  the  great 
bay,  part  of  the  Gulf  of  Mexico,  surround'^':?  i  aarlottc 
Harbour.    Here   we   went   on   board   a   well-known 
steam  yacht  that  had   been  hired   for  us   for  our 
three  weeks'  stay.    It  was  large,  luxuricius,  carried 
a  ercw  of  twenty  or  thirty   men,   and   was  stored 
with   everything    that    could    gladdin    the    heurt- 
ycs  •  I   uit "  seems  the  best  term  to  use.     I'nder  the 
irost     ornfor^^Mp    conditions    imaginable    we    had 
rta.IitJ  Lilt"  l.v  a:  • «     the  giant  herring,  for  the  tarpon 
b  u(  liic  mrruig  fuiiily,  and  differs  from  his  lowly 
cnsiii  tiki]"  in  1.     circumstances  that  he  is  not 
lit  ti  int,  diiV  (ui)  .  onsequently  advance  very  little 
■  \c'.v    :o.    h.:,  own  pursuit.    His  habitat  appears 
to  h    p;  vwJiere  from  the  northern  end  of  the  Gulf 
of  >Iix..o  do,\r  t'>  the  undefined  limits  of  the  Pacific 
ana    \   aitic   sid-s   of  the   South  American  coast. 
The  tiu...ily  oi'  the  fishing  varies  with  the  water; 
in  free  running  water  the  tarpon  is  strong  and  full- 
blooded,  in  creeks  and  backwaters  it  grows  sluggish. 
There  are  two  methods  of  catching  tarpon ;  tiie  one 
we  were  to  try  is  called  "  still-fishing,"  and  is  with 
rod  and  line,  the  bait  being  dropped  to  the  bottom 
and  then   raised   six   feet.     The   other   method    is 
trolling,  or  "pass  fishing,"  which  we  did  not  try. 

We  were  told  that  the  tarpon  were  only  to  be 
caught  from  an  hour  before  to  an  hour  after  high 
tide,  but  we  could  see  them  at  other  times,  and 
hear  them  too,  for  they  .>ake  a  curious  noise.  They 
appeared  to  come   in  vh   the   tide. 

As  a  sport  for  Europeans,  tarpon  fishing  is  of  com- 
paratively recent  date,  and  undoubtedly  owes  a 
great  part  of  its  attraction  to  the  beauty  and  variety 
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of  the  wild  life  in  the  Gulf  of  Mexico.  Florida  itself 
is  a  sparsely  inhabited  and  marshy  country,  the 
land  stretching  for  miles  behind  us  when  we  left 
for  Charlotte  Harbour,  consisted  largely,  I  was  told, 
of  swamps,  palm  scrub,  and  marsh,  with  the  famoiu 
Everglades,  haunts  of  innumerable  birds  strctcliinjr 
south  to  Florida  Keys.  I  think  I  have  torgottci; 
to  say  that  we  arrived  in  Charlotte  Harbour  some 
time  in  April,  and  that  the  tarpon  season  closes 
before  June,  because  the  climatic  conditions  become 
unbearable  with  the  full  summer. 

My  interest  was  claimed  from  the  first  l)y  the 
bird  life.  At  a  little  distance  from  the  yacht 
were  hundreds  of  pelicans  whose  skill  as  fishcr-folk 
seemed  remarkable,  even  in  those  teeming  waters. 
They  would  dive  from  aloft  like  gannets  into  the 
shoals  of  small  fish  and  spring  up  with  mouths  so 
full  that  some  of  the  fish  would  come  slobbering 
out  from  between  their  bills.  I  noticed  a  small 
and  clever  little  gull  very  much  in  evidence  on  these 
occasions.  It  would  light  upon  the  pelicans  head, 
and  without  troubling  to  fish  would  feast  on  the 
crumbs  that  fell  from  his  rich  friend's  table. 

We  were  far  from  being  alone  in  the  bay.  Other 
big  steam  yachts  and  sailing  vessels  were  all  round 
us ;  I  counted  as  many  as  a  score  of  fishing  punts 
out  upon  some  occasions — for  I  should  ha\  e  said 
that  we  fished  from  punts  and  never  from  the 
yacht.  A  large  vessel  like  a  house-boat,  and  called 
the  Mazeppa,  was  fixed  on  two  enormous  lighters 
and  anchored  up  a  creek,  and  all  round  it,  under 
the  control  of  the  proprietor,  were  punts,  rowing- 
boats,  and  small  steam  launches  for  taking  the 
fishing-boats  into  the  Gulf.  It  was  good  to  !iave 
these    launches    about,    for    the    shallow    freeboard 


A  Sporting  Visit  to  Florida        143 

punts  found  it  difficult  to  contend  against  a  lively 
tarpon  and  a  strong  tide.     It  happened  to  me  one 
day  to  hook  a  large  fish  and  to  be  carried  out  into 
the  rough  waters  of  the  Gulf  in  spite  of  all  the  efforts 
of  the  boatman.    I  did  not  notice  much  what  was 
happening,  and  refused  to  abandon  my  fish.      Even- 
tually, when  we  had  to  row  back  against  the  tide 
and  found  it  impossible  to  make  progress,  the  boat- 
man   fired    my  pistol  and  waved  a  handkerchief, 
and  so  attracted  the  attention  of   our  yacht  and 
of  the  launch,  that  at  once  started  to  overhaul  us. 
We  had  brought  part  of  our  fishing  equipment 
from  England,  but  were  glad  to  reinforce  it  from 
Van  Horn's  in  New  York,   where  the  best  tarpon 
tackle  is  kept.     We  used  lines  made  of  a  very  tough 
whipcord,  about  250  yards    on  a  powerful   multi- 
plying reel,  and  a  rod  from  six  to  seven  feet  long 
made  of  a   hard   African    wood    (kingwood).    The 
top  joint  fitted  into  a  socket  and  had  two  sets  of 
rings,  one  on  each  side,  so  when  you  had  fought 
a  fish  and  got  the  joint  bent  nearly  double,  you 
put  the  line  through  the  other  set  of  rings  for  the 
next  fish,  and  so  straightened  it  out  in  due  course. 

My  first  "catch"  was  a  hammer-head  shark, 
nine  feet  long.  The  usual  practice  when  a  shark 
takes  the  bait  is  co  reel  up  close  and  cut  the  line 
to  free  it,  as  the  time  for  tarpon  fishing  is  so  short. 
But  I  was  new  at  the  game,  and  a  nine-foot  fish 
was  good  enough  to  fight  in  any  circumstances, 
so  1  stuck  to  my  shark  while  my  boatman  made 
tor  the  shore,  and  there  I  played  him  until  the 
boatman  could  use  the  gaff.  He  was  a  powerful 
negro,  and  soon  gaffed  my  fish. 

1  caught  my  first  tarpon  in   about   forty  feet 
ot  water,  and  the  bait  was  the  belly  and  pectoral  fin 
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of  a  silver  mullet.     The  first  difficulty  was   to  get 
the  bait  do>vn  to  where  the    tarpon  were  feeding, 
for  in  those  populous  waters  the   various  fisli  roved 
in  strata.     Kingfish,  grouper,  bass,  you    had  to  get 
past   all  three   before    your   bait   could    toucli  the 
sea-bed,  and  then  you  had    to  haul  it  up  six  feet 
as  quickly  as  possible  to  avoid  the   few  fish  on  the 
bottom.    Needless  to   say   that    many   a   bait  was 
lost,  but  there  was  quite  a  silver    mullet  industry 
in  the  creeks,  men  fished  for   them  with  very  long 
nets,  and  so  the  supply  was  constant.     After  several 
losses  to  the  fish  I  didn't  want,  the  bait   found  the 
right  place,  I  felt  the  savage  bite,  and    put  all  my 
weight   behind   the    1  looking   stroke.     There  was  a 
sudden  sense  of  upheaval,  the  line   nearly  loos(ncd, 
a  great  bulk  rose  to  the  surface,  and   the  glittering 
silver  and  green  of  the  huge  tarpon  was  flung  twelve 
feet  into  the  air.      In   that  moment  I  realised  the 
excitement  of  tarpon  fishing.     My  victim,  for  such 
he  was  destined  to  be,  performed  half  a  do/.en  somer- 
saults, but  the  last  were  not  as  vigorous  as  the  first, 
and  he  was  gaffed  and  brought  into  the  punt  within 
lialf  an  hour  of  taking  the  bait.     Tlie  pity  of  it 
was  that  when  his  fight  was  over  and  he  was  numberid 
with  the  fish  that  have  been,  he  was  perfeetly  useless 
to  man  and  beast. 

In  playing  an  exhausted  fish  you  had  to  keep 
a  keen  eye  for  sharks.  They  are  apparently  attracted 
bv  the  tarpon's  struggles,  and  when  these  are  nearly 
over,  but  before  the  fish  can  be  landed,  tluy  ^vlll 
sneak  up  and  bite  the  body  off  at  the  neck,  so  that 
you  land  a  head  and  nothing  more.  I  nnKinber 
one  morning  seeing  a  little  woman  fishing  in  one 
punt  while  her  husband  fished  in  another  not  tar 
away.     She  struck  a  great  fish,  a  thoroughly  game 
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one,  and  played   it  for  nearly  two    hours,   begging 
her  husband  from  time  to  time    to  come  and  help 
licr.    But  he,  the  surly  fellow,  was  getting  no  sport 
and  seemed  ill-pleased  to  find  her    having  any,   so 
she  had   to  do  the   best   she   could.      Very   slowly, 
but  surely,  she  wore  the  great  fish  down;    I  savv 
lur  reeling  in  her  line,  tired  yet  triumphant.     Then 
the  great  fin  of  a  shark  appeared  following   the  fish 
to   the    boat.    The    boatman    rose    and    struck    at 
the  intruder  as  hard  as  he  could  with  the   oar,  but 
the  tarpon  was  bitten  off  the  hook,  and    the  poor 
lisherAvoman,  dropping  her  rod,  hid  her  face  between 
her  hands  and  cried  bitterly.      I  came  dangerously 
near  to  telling  her  husband  what  I  thought  of  him  ; 
it  was  a  great  effort  to  refrain. 

Sharks   were    everyAvhcre.      The    sailors    on    the 
yacht  hooked  a  couple  between  fifteen  and  sixteen 
foot  long,  and  I  saw  many  larger.     Sometimes  you 
could  hear  a  sound  like  the  firing  of  a  small  cannon 
out  at  sea,  and  looking  for  the  cause  you   would 
find  four  or  five  enormous  whip  rays,  a  sort  of  giant 
skate,  jumping  out   into  the   air  and   falling  back 
into  tlic  sea  with   a  resounding  thud.     Sometimes 
wo   pursued   them    with    harpoons.     We    went    out 
once  or  twice  after  them   with   this   weapon,    but 
had  no  success.     I  did  get  within  a  yard  of  a  ray 
that  was  sunning   itself,   and   I   calculated   that   it 
vvas    about    sixteen    feet    across.     Big    sword    fish 
abounded,   too,   in  those  warm  and  sunny   waters 
ur   fisherman  Wore    amusing   fellows.      There  was 
the     poor  wuite  "  and  the  rather  noisy  buck  nigger 
who  carried   in   his   button-hole   the   secret   of  his 
very  shining  teeth--a  tooth-brush.     My  nigger  was 
iul    of   quotations.    He    would    shout    across    the 
water:      My  name  is   Norval ;   on   the   Grampian 
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Hills   my   father    fed    his    flocks."     And   sonuhody 

eaually   well   read  would  cry  from  a  neighbouring 

boat-    "I  come  to  bury  Ctesar,  not  to  praise  him. 

We  spent  three  weeks  on  the  yacht ;  th(  re  uas 

no  temptation  to  go  ashore,  for  the  land  lookjd 

desolate,   quite  uncultivated,  with   masses  o    pa  n, 

tree   scrub,    and   rattlesnakes   appeared   to  be  tlu 

most  plentiful  inhabitants.    I  bought  a  fcAv  skim 

of  very  large  ones.    If  we  landed  it  was  nurdy  t.. 

Dlav  a  fish  or  to  beach  our  trophies  until  the  Unant 

of  the  lighthouse  near  by  begged  us  to  do  so  no 

more,  for  the  tarpon,  strong  in  life,  becomes  inlinit.ly 

stronger  after  death.     It   was  not   a  good  season. 

and  the  water  was,  I  think,  bemg  overfished;   .nu>i.g 

the  four  of  us  wc  only  killed  seventeen  lisli  m  our 

three   weeks'   stay,  the   heaviest  weighmg   bchvan 

150  and  160  pounds.     We  hooked  and  U.st  a  c.m- 

sidevable   number,   but   all  the   fishermen  do  that 

They  said  there  that  we  were  rather  too  early,  and 

that    we    would    have    had   better   sport   hUv,  but 

I  consoled  myself  with  the  reflection  that  t  hemes- 

quitoes    would    have    done    the    same      As    things 

were  they  took  a  very  considerable  toll  ot  ns 

We  had  one  visitor,  a  jovial  American  {,nntl( man, 
who  arrived  in  a  yacht  that  looked  rather  like  a 
fruit  boat.    He  spent  a  long  evening  ^vlth  us  an<l 
we  felt  it  our  duty  to  escort  him  saldy  baek  to  hb 
own   saloon.     The    deUcate    attention    pleased  hnn 
so  much  that  on  the  foUowing   morning  h'    sen 
us  an  enormous  bottle  of  his  own  speeiul  eoekt. 
as  a  souvenir  of  the  occasion.     When  we-  Ht    he 
;acht   it   was   found   that   we   had   over-esW^^ 
our  powers   of  consumption,   and  .several    urn  red 
pounds  of  choice  stores  had  to  be  gnen  to  the  sh.   . 
crew    who  accepted  the  burden  without  coiuplaint. 
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went  oacK  to  i^ew  xofk,  and  it  was  v..vtt 
I  met  Mr.  Whitney,  the  famous  financier,  and  he 
invited  me  to  go  over  his  country  place  at  Rosslyn, 
in  his  absence,  and  to  dine  with  him  in  the  evening 
at  his  town  house.     I  thought  when  wc  sat  down 
to  table  he  looked  a  tired,  fagged  man.     Wall  Street 
liad  left  its  mark  upon  him.      I  told  him  how  I 
had   enjoyed   my   visit   to   his   country   place,    and 
congratulated  him  upon  the  possession  of  wonderful 
stables,  tennis   courts,   polo  ground,   and   the   rest, 
everything  in  short  that  the  heart  of  a  sportsman 
could    desire.     "  What    surprises    me    a    little,"    I 
went  on,  "  is  that  having  made  your  fortune  and 
reached  a  certain  age,  you  don't  devote  yourself  to 
the  recreations  lying  at  your  command,  and  enjoy 
some  of  the  fruits   of  your  labours."     He   paused 
before  he  answered,  and  said  :    "  I  suppose  it  is  a 
Httlo  (iimciilt  to  explain,  but  the  fact  of  the  matter 
>s,  I  am  training  a  young  man  to  follow  me  in  mv 
business,   and   it   will   take    mo    another   couple    of 
years  to  complete   his   education,    rather  a   special 
one  us  )'ou'll   understand.     I   don't   feel   it   would 
be  fair  to  give  him  responsibility  without  the  full 
cquipiiKnt  he  will  need   to   meet   it."     I   have   no 
doubt  that  this  was  a  perfectly  sincere  statement 
l)nt    I    don't    suppose    that    Mr.    Whitney    himself 
realised  how  deeply  his  life  labours  controlled  him. 
He  eould  not  throw  off  the  coils.     The  making  of 
money  was  his  sport  and  hobby,  not  for  money's 
sake  for  he  had  more  than  he  could  possibly  spend 
but   because   in   the    making   he    demonstrated    his 

'^22%       ir'  ^""^  P^""^  ^"«  P°^^'^^«  successfully 
agamst  friendly  or  unfriendly  rivals.      To  hundreds 

to  T"  "T'^  ^T""^  "^*^^"«  "^«^^  than  the  means 


give  self  and  friends  as  good  a  time 


as  life  can 
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yield  •  to  the  great  American  magnates  it  may  l.c 
no  more  than  the  stakes  in  a  big  game  that  o,.!y 
a  few  dare  play.  For  myself,  I  have  come  tc.  the 
conclusion,  after  long  experience,  that  for  a  h.nd- 
owner  it  should  suffice  to  understand  tlic  wh-lr 
business  of  his  estates,  and  leave  all  otlur  biiimss 
to  those  who  have  been  brought  up  m  i^  'Ih' 
adventurous  ones  that  leave  the  sheltered  Lays  ..I 
certainty  for  the  open  waters  of  possibility  .nay 
chance  to  find  unsuspected  and  quite  riivnious 
sharks,  who  have  been  only  waiting  for  tluin  t.) 
leave  the  realm  in  which  they  dwelt  secure. 

On  our  return  home  the  expenses  of  the  srvni 
weeks'  trip  were  totted  up  and  divided.  Tlu  ,1111 
total  for  the  four  of  us  was  nearly  £5,000.  \\(  hu\ 
enjoyed  a  splendid  holiday,  but  I  think  llv  lotal 
staggered  some,  if  not  all  of  us.  I  can  spuik  lor 
myself  with  some  feehng.  Tliose  tarpon  eosl  us 
nearly  £300  apiece,  and  came  near  to  iioisuiung 
a  lighthouse  keeper.  "Vanity  of  vaniti. s,"'  saul 
the  autlior  of  Ecclesiastes,  "all  is  vanity.  At 
least  I  thought  so  for  some  time  afterwards. 
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A   VISIT  TO   MEXICO 

IN  the  late  'eighties— the  year  1887  to  be  precise- 
some  friends  interested  me  in  a  "  gold  crusher," 
as  it  was  called.  This  was  an  ingenious  machine 
employing  six  balls  looking  like  cannon  balls  and 
weighing  100  pounds  a-piecc,  in  a  circular  pan.  Ore 
was  put  into  the  pan  and  water  passed  through  the 
balls  and  disk  on  whiejj  they  lay  revolving,  and  was 
so  crushed.  The  water  rose  and  carried  off  what  arc 
called  the  "tailings,"  and  the  precious  metal,  gold 
or  silver,  as  the  case  might  be,  was  attracted  and 
held  by  the  mercury  at  the  bottom  of  the  pan.  The 
"  gold  crusher  "  was,  in  short,  a  portable  substitute 
for  ore-crushing  stamps. 

It  should  be  remembered  that  in  the  'eighties 
the  modern  cyanide  process  that  enables  ore  to 
yield  its  ultimate  residue  of  precious  metal  was 
quite  unknown,  and  every  mining  engineer  knew 
that  the  "  dumps  "  round  the  mines  held  hundreds 
or  thousands  of  pounds'  worth  of  metal,  at  that 
time  irrecoverable.  It  was  claimed  for  the  new 
machine  that  its  compactness  and  portability  would 
revolutionise  the  mining  industry,  and  experts  spoke 
very  favourably  about  the  prospects.  A  company 
was  formed,  and  I  was  invited  to  go  out  to  Old 
Mexico  at  my  own  expense,  to  take  out  a  large  and 
a  small  machine  to  work  there. 

I    obtained    also    the    concession    to    work    the 
machines  exclusively  in  Mexico  on  a  royalty  basis. 
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Perhaps  a  man  who  has  passed  his  thirtictli  year 
without  having  bothered  himself  about  business 
matters,  save  when  they  concerned  estate  administra- 
tion, and  has  never  studied  mining  engineering  in 
any  of  its  branches,  is  not  the  ideal  person  to  under- 
take such  a  venture;  but,  on  the  other  hand,  no 
sportsman  is  afraid  of  hard  work,  and  I  ha  v  e  always 
been  very  keen  on  travelling.  To  sec  a  new  country 
in  its  wildest  aspects,  to  gain  some  fresh  exptrii ncis, 
and,  in  identally,  in  all  probability,  to  get  some 
sport,  there  would  have  been  sufficient  temptation 
in  that  proposition  even  if  there  had  not  been  large 
financial  possibilities  behmd.  So  I  accepted  tlu 
offer  and  looked  about  until  1  found  a  young  American 
engineer  who  knew  something  about  mines  and  a 
lot  about  Mexico,  and  then  we  went  off  to  3Iexico 
City  via  New  York. 

There  was  a  through  train,  but  the  journey 
takes,  or  perhaps  I  should  say  took,  about  five 
days,  and  1  found  it  very  dull  until  a  picturesque  little 
incident  showed  me  suddenly  what  manner  of  country 
it  was  we  were  about  to  sojourn  in.  Just  outside 
a  station  called  Santa  Rosalia  our  engine  cut  off 
steam,  jammed  on  brakes,  and  shook  th(>  train  to 
a  standstill  in  time  to  save  trouble.  A  f(W  yards 
ahead  a  goods  train  was  piled  up  into  a  guleh.  It 
was  a  narrow  guleh  enough,  and  had  been  spanned 
by  a  small  wooden  bridge,  but  Indians  had  burned 
the  bridges  down  and  forgotten,  or  neglected,  to 
notify  the  authorities.  Tlie  train  had  had  two 
engines,  and  these,  odd  though  it  may  seem,  had 
actually  jumped  the  gap,  but  the  trucks  eo'M  not 
live  up  to  such  an  example,  and  they  had  piled  one 
on  top  of  the  other. 

We  helped  at  the  job  of  clearing  the  debris,  and 
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dug  out  the  guard  of  the  goods  train,  who,  poor 
fellow,  was  crushed  and  buried  head  foremost  in 
the  ruins,  his  feet  alone  being  visible.  I  was  anxious 
to  know  why  even  Indians  could  do  such  a  dirty 
piece  of  work,  and  was  told  tliat  their  cattle,  crossing 
the  line  at  will,  were  caught  from  time  to  time  by 
passing  trains  and  killed.  When  the  owners  found 
a  dead  and  mangled  carcass  on  the  line  they  could 
find  no  better  form  of  vengeance  than  the  burning 
of  the  nearest  unguarded  bridge,  and  as  these  small 
ones  were  made  of  wood,  there  was  no  difficulty 
for  the  avengers  of  (bullock's)  blood. 

The  incident,  small  as  it  was,  availed  to  throw 
a  stronff  light  on  the  conditions  vnder  vvhich  the 
country  of  Mexico  had  to  be  brought  into  line  with 
th'i  civilisation  of  the  United  States,  and  helped 
me  to  understand  why  the  Mexican  authorities,  or 
rather  the  rurales  who  are  their  interpreters,  went 
about  their  work  with  revolvers  instead  of  kid  gloves, 
and  made  it  a  general  rule  when  in  doubt  to  fire 
first  and  then  make  inquiries,  if  any  remained 
necessary. 

I  enjoyed  to  the  full  the  climate  and  the  noble 
liospitality  of  Mexico  City,  to  which  place  I  brought, 
of  course,  an  abumiance  of  introductions,  and  I 
was  partieulariy  fortunate  in  meeting  Stfior  Don 
Guhelnio  Landa  y  Escandon,  who  possessed  con- 
siderable mineral  rights  in  Southern  Mexico,  knew 
all  there  was  to  know  about  mining  conditions 
throughout  the  country,  and  placed  his  knowledge 
at  my  service. 

I  believe  that  Mexico  City  has  improved  past 
recognition  of  late,  and  I  am  writing  of  nearly  thirty 
years  ago.  In  those  days  the  best  hotel  the  capital 
possessed  would  have  been  voted  a  very  bad  one 
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outside  Mexico,  and  it  was  only  my  good  fortune 
in  being  elected  an  honorary  member  of  the  ^rcxican 
Jockey  Club    tliat   gave  me  a  tolerable  pied-dttrre. 
I  passed  mo  t  of  my  time  in  the  handsome  and  M(  11- 
appointed   ci'b   house,    meeting   a    host   of  kindly 
folk   whose   hospitality   knew   no   bounds.     Lifi    re- 
solved  itself  for  a  brief  space  into  one  long  light 
against  cocktails ;    had  I  taken  half  or  nearly  half 
the  number  offered  me  I  should  not  have  hit  tlu 
city  ahve.    I'm  afraid  a  great  many  peoplr  took 
more  than  was  good  for  them,  but  the  new  civilisa- 
tion  was    responsible    for   indulgence    that    wisdom 
had  found  no  time  to  temper.    People  in  those  days 
were  still  talking  of  the  Emperor  who  is  best  known 
as  the  Archduke  Ferdinand  Maximilian  of  Aiisliia, 
and    had    then    been    dead    nearly    twenty    years. 
I  spoke  with  several  who  had  been  cyc-witn(  ssi  s  of 
the   dramatic   events   of  18C7.     It   speaks   v«)liimcs 
for  the  European  ignorance    of  Mexican  conditions 
that  a  Ilabsburg,  with  all  his  inherited  predisposi- 
tions, should  have  been  elected  to  rule  and  go\ern 
the  people.     It  must  be  remembered  that  less  than 
20   per   cent,   of  Mexico's    millions   are   pure   bred, 
about  40  per  cent,  are  mixed,  and  about  40  percent. 
Indians. 

I  was  fortunate  in  starting  my  experiences  in 
the  most  agreeable  part  of  the  capital  unioDj:  sonic 
of  the  most  pleasant  folk  one  could  wish  te>  meet. 
Perhaps  the  high  spirits  nnd  good  cheer  :ui  elue 
in  part  to  the  position  of  ^Icxico  City.  Not  oidy  is 
it  as  beautiful  a  place  as  I  have  ever  visiteel,  but 
it  stands  about  8,000  feet  above  sea  level,  m  air 
that  is  as  stimulating  as  win.'.  Full  of  noble  and 
striking  views,  I  think  the  one  that  impressed  nw 
most   was   the  Pasco,  with  the  old  Castle  of  C  luud- 
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topcc,  approached  by  way  of  a  vast  avenue  of 
eucalyptus  trees.  Even  if  the  city  had  not  learned 
in  the  'eighties  to  cater  very  satisfactorily  for  the 
creature  comforts  of  the  stranger  within  its  gates, 
it  could  at  least  irnpiess  him  with  a  sense  of  natural 
beauty  and  superb  situation  that  atoned  for  what- 
ever might  be  lacicing  in  other  directions. 

It  wns  at  a  ball  at  the  British  Legation  that  I 
first  met  the  extraordinary  man  who  for  upwards 
of  thirty  years   ruled   Mexico  as   the   country   had 
ni vir  been  ruled  before.     I  was  keen  to  meet  Por- 
firio  Diaz,   aJ)out    whom    in   those    days    the    most 
(iivei-sc  stories  were  current.     To  some  men  he  ^vas 
the  Dt  vil  incarnate  ;    to  others  he  was  thr  grratest 
statesman    under   Heaven ;     perhaps,    if   the    truth 
were  known,  he  would  be  found  in  his  right  place 
sointwhire    between    the    two    extremes.     I    found 
hiin  a  slightly  built  but  broad-shouldere<l  man,  with 
grizzled  hair  and  moustache,  eyes  that  looked  through 
you  and  could  blaze  or  twinkle  in  nsponse  to  his 
inood,  and  one  of  the  firmest  mouths  and  hardi-st 
jaws  I  have  ever  setn.     To  me,  as  to  anybody  who 
was   well   recommended    and    was    likdy   to    be    of 
senice,   directly   or  indirectly,    to  the   eountrj',   l»c 
was  kindness  itself.    One  curious  trait  I  had  occa- 
sion to  note  more  than  once.     I  hail  no  Spanish, 
and  he  professed   to  have   no  English,   and   would 
converse  tiirough  an  interpretc r ;    but  if  tlure  was 
no  interpreter  handy  he   would   dispense   with  one 
and  talk  in  broken  English.     1  came  to  the  con- 
clusion that  he  understood  our  language  quite  well, 
and  that  he  could  deal  with  any  question  without 
linding  that  his   vocabulary   failed   him,   while   for 
reasons  best  known  to  himself  he  would  plead  at 
times  that  an  interpreter  was  indispensable. 
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A  ball  was  not  a  fitting  occasion  to  talk  al)out 
business,  and  after  a  pleasant  chat  Senor  Diaz  pre- 
sented me  to  his  wife,  a  striking  and  charming 
woman,  noticeable  in  a  very  well-dressed  company 
for  the  magnificence  of  the  jewels  she  wore.  Slie 
was  an  extremely  handsome,  agreeable,  and  viva- 
cious lady,  and  we  were  holding  an  animated  con- 
versation prior,  I  hoped,  to  a  dance  when,  on  a 
sudden,  a  certain  hustling  countryman  of  mine  came 
up  like  a  sudden  gale  of  wind,  claimed  the  Preside  nt's 
wife  for  the  dance  I  had  proposed  to  enjoy,  and 
carried  her  off.  The  intruder  was  Mr.  Pearson, 
afterwards  Sir  Weetman  Pearson  and  now  Lord 
Cowdray.  In  those  years  his  fame  as  a  contractor 
was  not  known  so  well  in  England  as  it  was  in  Mexico, 
where  he  had  accomplished  some  remarkable  ^\o^lv. 
Quite  apart  from  his  achievements  in  railway-makijig, 
— and  these  were  considerable — he  had  drained  the 
lakes  round  the  city  and  drained  the  city  itself, 
to  the  considerable  advantage  of  the  inhabitants 
and  to  the  great  chagrin  of  the  death-rate,  whieli 
suffered  a  bad  fall. 

It  is  a  curious  fact  that  he  who  ousted  mc  so 
suddenly  in  the  ballroom  of  the  British  Legation, 
and  was  at  that  moment  unknown  to  me,  followed 
me  in  years  to  come  as  member  for  Colclusttr. 
Although  on  the  occasion  of  the  ball  I  felt  \cry 
angry  at  being  deprived  of  a  charming  lady's  society, 
I  have  always  remained  deeply  impressed  by  Tiord 
Cowdray's  work.  It  was  a  real  aid  to  prognss, 
this  railway-  and  road-making,  this  draining  of  big 
cities,  and  no  one  who  realises  what  railways  mean 
to  a  young  country  that  has  vast  natural  resources 
scattered  over  a  wide  area,  will  grudge  the  raihvay- 
maker  his  fortune  if  he  succeeds,  as  Lord  Cowdray 
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has  done,  iji  amassing  one.  Where  the  railway  goes 
anarchy  retires,  and  there  is  the  incentive  towards 
cultivation  on  an  extended  scale  that  cannot  exist 
where  there  is  no  ready  means  of  bartering  pro- 
duce. Even  to-day  Mexico  is  not  rich  in  railways, 
but  those  she  possesses  are  the  salvation  of  the 
country. 

At  the  time  of  my  visit  Porfirio  Diaz  had  held 
the  reins  of  government  about  a  dozen  years,  and 
his  armed  police,  the  notorious  rurales,  had  imposed 
a  certain  measure  of  order  upon  even  the  most 
remote  districts.  At  the  same  time,  there  was  not 
too  much  security  even  in  the  immediate  vicinity 
of  Mexico  City  itself,  and  visitors  were  generally 
advised  to  carry  a  revolver  of  conspicuous  size, 
with  plenty  of  cartridges  handy.  I  did  as  the  others 
did,  but  am  bound  to  say,  in  common  fairness  to 
the  police,  that  during  the  months  of  my  stay  in 
the  capital  I  never  once  had  occasion  to  use  or 
even  to  handle  my  weapon. 

I  had  long  discussions  with  Senor  Landa  about 
the  "gold    crusher,"    and    the  outcome   was   that 
we  arranged  to  take  my  machinery  down  into  the 
southern  province  of  Oajaca,  where  my  friend  had 
some  valuable  mining  properties  and  mineral  rights. 
1  started  to  make  the  necessary  arrangements  with 
the  aid  of  my  American  engineer,  and  one  day,  in 
conversation  with  the  President,  I  told  him  what  I 
proposed  to  do.     "  You  wiU  be  made  very  welcome 
there,     he  remarked.     "  It  is  my  native  state,  and 
1  am  very  deeply  interested  in  it.     I'm  sorry  to  say 
It  grows  a  large  number  of  thieves  and  desperadoes, 
out  I  shall  send  you  with  an  escort,  and  give  you 
Mters  to  the   Governor  of  the   province.   General 
A.      1  thanked  him  for  such  a  great  kindness,  but 
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deprecated  the  suggestion  of  an  escort.  "  I  don't 
like  to  put  you  to  so  much  trouble,  Mr.  Prcsidint, ' 
I  said,  "  and  really,  if  I  met  robbers  and  they  de- 
manded my  purse  and  watch,  1  should  give  tlicin 
up."  "So  should  1,"  replied  Senor  Diaz  qiii.tly, 
"provided,  of  course,  I  knew  that  nobody  would 
spread  the  story.  It  would  not  do  for  sudi  an 
incident  to  become  public  property." 

This  was  said  with  complete  sincerity  and  sim- 
plicity by  a  man  who  had  throughout  the  \\lu)le 
of  the  country  the  reputation  for  the  poss'  ssion  of 
a  desperate  courage.  I  think  myself  he  v^o\M 
have  put  up  a  fight  in  any  event ;  you  do  not  plunder 
with  impunity  men  who  have  mouths  shaped  like 
his,  eyes  that  see  as  far  and  help  the  han-is  to  shoot 
as  straight  as  he  could.  Then,  too,  there  were 
stories  of  his  ferocity  that,  though  exaggorat(  il,  nuist 
have  had  at  least  an  element  of  trutli  in  them. 
His  was  a  very  complex  character ;  lie  conhl  be 
all  things  to  all  men,  but  I  do  not  think  hv  ever 
overlooked  the  real  interests  of  Mexico.  If  in  the 
long  run  a  "  job  "  would  help  the  country,  In  would 
turn  a  bhnd  eye  to  the  jobbery,  but  there  was  no 
charge  of  personal  corruption  brought  against  him 
by  any  of  the  candid  critics  of  his  administration 
with  whom  I  discussed  Mexico.  I  found  him  simple 
in  his  habits,  abstemious,  and  a  keen  sportsman. 
Sometimes  I  went  out  duck-shooting  with  him  on 
the  lakes  near  the  city.  When  he  had  a  day  to 
spare— which  was  not  often— a  sporting  party  Avoiild 
be  arranged,  and  he  would  come  along  without  any 
ceremony  and  unattended  save  by  a  single  aide-de- 
camp. He  told  me  that  a  day  among  the  birds  sent 
him  back  to  his  work  refreshed,  and  he  Mas  qmtc 
a  good  shot.   Mexico's  experiences  since  he  resigned 
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office  in  the  spring  of  1911  have  confirmed  the 
general  belief  that  in  Porfirio  Diaz  the  people  had 
the  President  they  needed. 

With  his  best  wishes  and  all   he  had  promised 
to  aid  the  journey  the  engineer  and  I  loft  Mexico 
Ciiy   for    Puebla,    one    of    the    oldest     and    most 
interesting   towns    in    Mexico,    with    a    population 
that  gives   it   rank    as   the    second    or   third    city 
of  the  Republic.     We  had  rather  a  bad  dinner  at 
the  best  hotel,  and  then  the  spirit  moved  us  to  visit 
a  gambling  hell.    We  chose  the  first  and  found  the 
saloon   crowded    with    vaqueros,    or    cowboys.     The 
banker,  armed  against  all  risks,  sat  behind  a  vast 
pile  of  silver  dollars.     I  was  too  interested  in  the 
audience  to  take  much  notice  of  the  game  until  two 
vaqueros,  sitting  face  to  face  on  either  side  of  the 
table,  had  a  brief  and  sudden  dispute.     One  of  them 
pulled  out  his  handy  revolver  and  fired  at  the  man 
he  didn't   like.    The    bullet    missed    its    mark    but 
spoilt  a  mirror  on  the  opposite  wall,  and  then  several 
peaceful  folk,  ourselves  included,  went  home  quite 
quietly,  but  without  dawdling,   until  the   more  re- 
putable district  of  Puebla  had  been  reached     Tb-re 
under  a  colonnade  surrounding  a  public  square  lull 
ot  palms  and  other  tropical  trees,  and  lighted  by 
electric  arc  lamps  suspended  from  the  roof,  I  saw 
a  number  of  Great  Atlas  moths.     Some  had  com- 
mitted suicide  by  getting  singed  and  falling  down 
LI  h       \''^  *,^'  colonnade.     I  am.   and  always 
have  been,   keenly   interested   in   entomology,    and 
promptly  proceeded   to  collect   specimens.     I  have 
them  now ;    the  best  are  from  six  to  seven  inches 

the^orr^  !^"'^r '  ""^  *'^^""*^^  t°  ^^'^  P«i«t  where 
the  construction  line  of  the  Mexican  Southern  Rail- 
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way  began.  The  place,  if  memory  serves  mc,  was 
called  Tecumah  Vaca,  and  we  travelled  with  some 
of  the  railway  chiefs  to  where  the  line  ended,  and 
ye  had  to  take  to  the  road  and  mule  carriage  and 
our  escort  of  about  six  troopers  with  an  officer. 

We  reached  Oajaca  on  the  third  day,  after  a 

delightful  trip.    My  first  business  was  to  call  upon 

General  X.,  the  Governor  of  the  city,  with  my  k  Iters 

from  the  President.    Ceremony  did  not  count  for 

much,  and  when   I  was   shown   into  the  Gcmral's 

room  I  found  a  very  pretty  young  woman  seated 

on  his  knee.    He  was  a  gallant  soldier,  with  a  re- 

putation  that  seemed  well  deserved  for  combining 

business  with  pleasure.    The  lady  shook  hands  and 

stole  away.    One  realised  quickly  that  Oajaca  is  a 

very  long  way  from  conventional  civilisation,  and 

the    General,    having    read    the    President's   letter, 

declared    that    he    was    delighted    to    sec    mc.    He 

recommended   what   he   said   was   a   good  Spanish 

hotel,  kept  by  a  Frenchman,  and  told  me  that  while 

I  stayed  in  the  city  the  band  should  play  in  the 

patio  of  the  hotel  every  night  at  dinner-time.    So 

we  went  to  the  "  good  Spanish  hotel,"  and  if  that 

is  a  proper  description  of  it,  heaven  help  those  who 

go  to  a  Spanish  hotel  in  Mexico  that  is  not  good! 

Everything  was  about  as  bad  as  it  could  be  with 

the  exception  of  the  band,   and  that  Mould  have 

been  heard  with  pleasure  in  Paris  or  London.    If 

only  the  dinners  it  accompanied  had  been  nearly 

as  satisfactory !    The  Mexicans  have  the  spirit  ot 

music  in  them  ;   I  believe  that  some  of  their  nnhtary 

bands   have   taken   prizes   at    competitions   in  the 

United  States.  .  . 

There   was   a   small   British   colony   in  Uajaca, 
and  the  news  that  a  man  who  was  a  Jlembcr  ot 


» 

x6o         Memories  of  Sixty  Years 

vray  Iwgau.    Tire  place,  if  memory  sen- 
c*Uct5  TccuiJiah  Vnca,  &nd  we  traYell-a   ^' 
of  the  railway  chid's  to.  where-  tht-iw     <.i 
we  Imfl  to  take  to  the  road  f»nd  niul-  (fir 
oii^r  escort  of  about  six  trouptJ"**  with     n 

We   rcaeherl   Oajwa   nn    the   tlur«i    dn 
deitj^iitiul  trii*.     My  hr>t  business  Wi-  t  > 
tik-ncfiU  \..  tat  Ciov-  nior  of  tlic  city,  vith 
front   ih?--    l^r'sj^ai..     Crctnony  did   rn/ 
much,  awi  "wiMn    i  was    sluwn    in^"  \l 
room  I  f«>»ittd   a  \<vy  pretty  young   '\(- 
on  liis  !cu-''.     He  ^vus  a  guibnt  soid'tf 
putatioj^v  tl\ait  seemed   well  deserved  fe 
busint^s  with  pleasure.     TJsc  la«ly  slvi, 
st.i-'  avvay.   One  reaiisvd  q'liokly   ili!- 
\i-vg  Ions;   ^•■'*ty   i'n»m   'onv^iitionai   '   . 
m:    Onfral,     ii-iMUji    read     the     P; 
vie<ifefvd     iSisi?     ht     was    d<  light td     l-' 
Veconunelxded    what    h^^    i^w\    wus 
h<itfl.  ki'pJ-  hy  a  rrci\c'l)inan.  and  1  >* 
1  Kt'iyed   in   tlie  eity    tiie   band   slni- 
pntio  oi  U'.'-   ii«'*-'l  .very  n»ghl  a* 
we  went  to  lie-  "  <^<khI  Spanish  i-    . 
is  a  proper  dcseripEum  of  it,  h-u'.  •  ■ 
go   to  a  Spanish  liotel  in  Mexic-  ; 
k\ery thing   was  uhijul    as    i^ml 
the   e^ecption   of   the    hiind.    ;■' 
been  lH:ard   with  piejisure   m.   ; 
only   the.  dimiers   it    uccompm^ 
as  &atisfaetory  1     Tiie    Mcxic-.M- 
mw^ic  in  iiiem;    I  b.-li>  ve  that 
bauds    have    tnkm    prizes    at 
ruitt'd  StjUts, 

There    wa's    a    >iii;uf    .i>i 
fcad   iiie   li'-v^K    th:vt   a   r<vut 
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Parliament  had  just  arrived  in  the  town  from  England 
must  have  spread  very  quickly,  for  on  the  ev?ninir 
of  my  arrival  at  that  "good  Spanish  hotel  kept  by 
a  Frenchman,"  the  manager  came  to  me  and  said 
that  the  English  colony  wished  to  send  a  deputa- 
tion to  welcome  me  on  the  following  morning.  Of 
course,  I  said  I  should  be  delighted  to  see  my  fellow- 
countrymen.  I  found  that  my  bedroom  had  no 
door;  there  was  just  a  curtain  screening  the  sittina- 
room  from  the  passage. 

When  I  woke  in  the  morning  I  equipped  myself 
for  a  bath  and  looked  down  the  corridor  for  any 
indication  of  one.     My  search  having  failed,  I  sought 
the  manager,  who  told  me  that  if  I  would  go  down 
a  passage  he  indicated  I  would  find  the  bath  by 
the  side  of  the  kitchen.    This  was  true  enough  •    it 
was  by  the  side  of  the  kitchen,  and  in  fuU  view 
of  It.    Half    a    dozen   kitchen-maids   were    busily 
engaged  just  below  the  little  platform  on  which  the 
bath  was  placed ;    they  welcomed  my  arrival  and 
my  very  obvious  discomfort  with  shouts  of  laughter 
and  called  for  their  friends,  so  that  the  little  company 
increased.  ^     ' 

Under  such  conditions  a  bath  was  impossible. 
I  was  feeling   as  I  ran  down  the  passage,  much  as 

pS  ™"1*  ^T/'^*  ^^''^  ^^  ^«^*P^d  from  Mrs. 
Pot  phar.  though  I  was  better  off,  because  I  at 
least  retained  my  garment.  I  hurried  back  to  the 
managers  office  and  explained  quite  courteously  that 
tae^  t  ™«ed  bathing  was  foreign  to  me.  He 
IW  I  ^^«"Wers,  as  one  who  should  lament 
such  absurd  sensitiveness,  and  told  me  there  was 

iThLt  i'^-  ''''^  ^""^  ^*  '^«"^d  be  sent  to  my  room, 
thanked  him,  the  tub  was  brought  in  and  filled 
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with  water;  I  stood  up  in  it,  rejoicing  in  the  oppor* 
tunity  of  having  at  hut  a  bath  of  sorts.  I  heard  the 
tramp  of  feet  down  the  passage,  but  it  suggested 
nothing  to  me  until,  without  warning,  the  curtain 
was  flung  back  and  the  hall  porter  appeared  in  front 
of  a  group  of  men,  saying,  at  the  top  of  his  voice : 
"  Seftor,  the  deputation !  " 

Surely,  since  deputations  were  first  invented  none 
has  been  received  in  stranger  circumstances!  I 
snatched  a  towel  and  made  it  look  as  much  like  a 
toga  as  possible,  while  the  deputation  hid  its  smiles, 
and  we  proceeded  to  talk  of  the  great  Empire  over 
whose  far-flung  lands  the  sun  has  not  yet  succeeded 
in  setting.  Being  busy  men  they  had  to  come 
early.  I  was  prepared  for  this,  but  had  lost  count 
of  the  time.  I  consoled  myself  with  the  thought 
of  my  sudden  intrusion  upon  General  X.,  and  I 
tried  to  be  as  cool  and  collected  as  he  contrived  to 
be.  Very  many  years  have  passed  since  I  spoke 
with  the  Englishmen  in  Oajaca ;  it  may  be  that 
since  then  they  have  discovered  doors  and  learned 
to  knock  at  them. 

I  did  not  stay  long  in  the  town ;  "  the  good 
Spanish  hotel  kept  by  a  Frenchman  "  did  not  invite 
an  extended  sojourn,  nor  were  the  general  conditions 
in  that  centre  of  progress  all  that  could  be  desired. 
For  example,  we  had  to  pass  one  night  in  complete 
darkness.  The  electric  installation  of  Oajaca  was 
in  the  hands  of  two  engineers,  one  English  and  one 
American.  They  had  a  quarrel ;  I  sometimes  think 
that  there  is  some  quality  in  the  Mexican  air  that 
induces  quarrels.  Be  that  as  it  may,  the  engineers 
passed  quickly  from  word  to  deed,  and  he  who  got 
his  revolver  out  first  shot  the  other  dead  and  at 
once  left  the  town.     Twenty-four  hours  later  another 
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engineer  had  been  found,  the  light  had  been  restored, 
and  all  was  well  as  far  as  the  general  public  wai 
eonccmed. 

We  took  our  escort-now  seventy  men  and  three 
officers-out  of  Oajaca.  and  proceeded  to  places  in 
the  mountains  where  there   were  gold   indications, 
and  I  enjoyed  nearly  a  month  of  prospecting  and 
butterfly-hunting.      Some  of  the  moths  and  butter- 
flies  I   collected    were    marvels   of  their   kind,    not 
only  in  shape  and  colour  but  in  size.      The  onlv 
drawback  to  the  pleasure  of  the  free,  open  life  was 
thunderstorms.     They  raged  almost  every  other  dav 
to  an  accompaniment  of  the  most  vivid  lightning 
I  have  ever  seen  and  the  most  terrific  thunder,  thaf 
gathered    added     violence    from    the     surrounding 
mountams.  It  speaks  volumes  for  the  natural  attract 
tions  of  the  country  that  in  spite  of  these  storms  we 
cou  d  enjoy  the  trip.   I  looked  carefully  at  the  timber 
on  the  foothills  of  the  mountains.    In  parts       was 
very  plentiful,  but  I  could  find  nothing  of  any  ^L 
or  value     As  it  was  with  the  wood,  so  it  wa"  wHh 
he  gold.    Tlicre   were    traces    in   plenty,    but    my 
eompamon  the  engineer,  after  close  investigation  and 
occasional  assay,  was  unable  to  find  any  gold-bearing 
ground  that  appeared  to  be  worth  the  co^st^o  dcvS 
ment     We  proceeded  from  place  to  place  untfl  all 
we  had    heard    about   had   been   invest  gated   and 
we   had    examined   other  places   of  our  own   dfs 
Sand'^r'   "   'k*"^   disappointed    but  Tn  g^d 

holiday  but   tnf      !   ^^^   ""J^^"^   *   «P^^"did 


CHAPTER  X 

A  VISIT  TO  MEXICO  (continued) 

BACK  in  the  capital  I  spent  a  few  weeks  con- 
sidering other  plans  to  take  the  place  of  the  one 
that  had  failed.  It  would  have  been  pleasant 
to  find  gold  in  paying  quantities,  but  it  was  not  abso- 
lutely necessary,  for  my  chief  object  was  to  test  the 
"gold  crusher,"  and  whether  the  ore  belonged  to  me 
or  to  somebody  else  would  not  matter  so  far  as  the 
machine  was  concerned.  I  expressed  the  view  to 
several  friends  while  I  was  hesitating  about  the  next 
move,  and  an  American,  General  Frisby,  tokl  mc 
one  day  that  he  hnd  the  controlling  interest  in  an 
important  gold  mine,  an  old-established  Spanish  one, 
only  twenty  hours  or  so  by  rail  from  where  we  sat 
discussing  it.  The  crushing  aut'  xtracting  process 
was  notoriously  incomplete,  and  he  tokl  nie  tliat 
there  were  great  dumps  of  "  tailings "  all  round 
the  plant,  and  that  if  I  cared  to  go  and  examine 
them  I  might  buy  what  I  wanted,  take  my  portable 
crusher  down  to  the  mine  and  work  these  tailings 

there. 

This  seemed  to  be  the  sort  of  opportunity  for 
which  I  had  been  waiting,  so  I  went  off  with  the 
least  possible  delay.  I  found  that  the  mine  was 
an  extensive  one,  and  worked  by  Indians  under  the 
general  direction  of  a  friendly  and  capable  American 
engineer.  The  ore  brought  up  from  the  mine  was 
put  into  trucks  and  carried  along  a  narrow-gauge 
tram-line  to  the  works  with  their  enormous  stamp 
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battenes.    By  the  side  of  the  works  and  in  full 
hearing  of  the   batteries,    that   never   rested   from 
the,r  labours  by  night  or  by  day.  was  the  managTr^ 
house,  built  m  true  Spanish  fashion  round  a  S 
or  courtyard  and   surrounded   by  a  hich  rarm>«r+ 
of  the  dried  earth  known  in  Spafn  as  ZL     "Z^, 
were  m  the  vicinity  of  the  works  four  ik^e  dumps 
of  taihngs.  each  one  covering  an  area  of  from  eSht 
to  ten  acres  and  surrounded,  like  the  house    w!th 
a  mud  rampart.     The  tailings  were  piled  hU    „ 
the  dumps  and  covered  some  of  the  adjacent  gfomid 
to  a  depth  of  several  feet.    My  eng  neer  Z^A 
some  samples  gathered  at  random,  and  LnT  that 
the  value  of  the  unextracted  gold  and  silvlr  n 
out  at  fifteen  dollars  to  the  ton  '*""" 

Here,  then,  was  an  excellent  proposition  T 
returned  to  Mexico  City  and  discuss^Te  ratteJ 
afresh  with  General  Frisby,  who  arranged  fT "  11 
me  200  tons  of  the  tailings  a't  the  price  oUwo  dollar 
a  ton,  to  aUow  me  to  Uve  on  the  mm.  ^u 
engineer,  in  the  manager's  h^anT"  «  Z 
n«.chmery  on  to  the  main  shaft  of  the  nrfne  eLZ 
got  ray  ;•  gold  crusher  "  and  even^hZ  I  SeS 
tor  the  work  in  h^d,  and  returned  tothe  mfae  wito 

-^:™:t?otd^T:^r-:--^« 
s^rtI7orthV:~  r?^ "«" 

'«r^.:^rbush^n^oVtr:?:2rT:fd*th:™•"«^ 

had  tn  .of  ^"^^°  *^f  *  ^»s  job  was  no  sinecure.    He 

taablT'  JnThe'siu'"  *'^*  ™'  '^'  -'  ^^^^^ 
"ttoie.    m  the  sitting-room  and  in  the  dining- 
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room  there  were  racks  of  rifles,  the  only  reliable 
cure  for  a  sudden  rising  on  the  part  of  the  Indians, 
who  lived  in  a  large  village  pretty  near  to  the  mine 
works,  and  were  not  far  removed  from  a  state  of 
savagery.  Our  bedrooms  were  on  the  second  tioor, 
the  roof  was  not  of  the  best,  robbers  were  plentiful, 
and  a  large  savage  mastiff  did  patrol  work  on  the 
roof  through  the  night.  Sometimes  he  was  quite 
quiet,  but  if  the  smallest  accident  roused  him  he 
would  scamper  up  and  down  the  roof  for  vhat 
seemed  hours  on  end.  The  house  was  large  and  liis 
beat  was  a  considerable  one  ;  you  could  hear  him 
rattling  the  rafters  in  the  distance  and  then  coming 
gradually  nearer  until,  half  asleep  and  half  awake, 
the  suggestion  was  of  thunder  in  the  mountains. 
Oddly  enough,  there  came  to  all  of  us  in  the  manager's 
house  a  time  when  it  was  possible  to  hear  other 
sounds  above  the  clangour  of  a  battery  of  one 
hundred  stamps,  of  which  every  stamp  weighed 
600  pounds.  The  truth  is  that  you  can  aecustom 
yourself  to  all  conditions,  particularly  if  you  are 
in  good  health,  and  I  had  returned  from  the  moun- 
tains round  Oajaca  "  in  the  pink,"  and  prepared 
not  only  to  put  up  with  discomfort  but  to  enjoy  it. 
I  have  often  thought  that  if  we  would  savour  the 
comfort  and  luxuries  of  civilisation  to  the  full,  it 
is  necessary  to  have  the  sense  of  contrast  that  a 
journey  into  the  wilds  among  primitive  people  will 
provide. 

I  am  bound  to  say  that  we  lived  well  enough 
at  the  mine,  though  some  of  the  arrangements  had 
a  primitive  touch.  3My  bath  was  made  of  boards, 
and  in  shape  was  not  altogether  unlike  a  coffin; 
in  order  that  the  water  might  stay  in  long  enough 
it  had  been  lined  with  old  biscuit  tins  flattened  out. 
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The  idea  was  a  good  one,  even  though  the  bath  did 
not  encourage  sudden  action,  for  you  had  to  feel 
your  way  carefully  because   of  the   edges   of  the 
tins.    But  the  bath  served  its  purpose,  and  there 
was  water— too  much  water,   alas  I    I  had  had  a 
hole  dug  near  the  machinery  shed,  and  set  up-or 
rather  set  down -my  "gold  crusher,"  and  by  means 
of  thirty  feet  of  belting  had  attached  the  shaft  of 
my  machine   to   the   main   shaft   of  the   crushing 
machme,  thus  getting  all  the  power  required   for 
the  working.    My  first  idea  was  to  roof  the  machine 
m  so  that  it  might  be  kept  waterproof  and  pro- 
tect the  beltmg.  but  the  mine-manager  pointed  out 
that  this  was  unnecessary  labour,  as  we  were  not 
m  the  ramy  season.    I  have  no  doubt  but  that 
he  was  right;   the  unfortunate  part  of  the  business 
was  that  the  rain  would  not  wait  Tor  the  season- 
anticipated  it,  in  fact. 

Then   the   troubles    began.      The    reader    might 
ask,  before  I  describe  them,  why  I  did  not  put  up 

'  T[  T ^f^.^'  *^*^'  *^^  ^"*  downpour.  The  reply 
IS  that  I  did  not  know  the  country,  and  when  I  was 
assured  that  a  rain-storm  was  quite  unprecedented 
and  wouldnt  come  agam.  I  was  bound  to  listen, 
particularly  as  the  labour  of  erection  would  not 
have  been  slight  and  skilled  workers  in  that  line 
were  scarce.    When  one  storm  came  I  was  assured 

L?T         r,.''*?  successor;    and  when  the  next 
came  I  was  told  it  would  be  the  last. 

Several  things  came  out  after  the  rain.     First 
were  the  big  balls  in  the  "crusher's  "pan;    they 

Lr    r/i' J^"^«^'  ""^  ^^  ^^  to  teach  the  un^ 

nterested  Indian  how  to  use  a  yoke,  a  chain,  and 

strong  nippers  to  pull  these   100-pound   balls  out 

of  the  mud.    Then  the  leather  belting  slipped  and 
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stretched  to  the  extent  of  several  inches,  and  would 
of  course  work  no  longer.  So  we  had  to  cut  bits 
out  of  it,  lace  it  up  again,  and  ask  leave  to  have 
the  mine  machinery  eased  down  in  order  to  fix  it 
in  its  position  once  again.  Trifles  they  seem,  but 
if  you  have  not  the  necessary  implements  for  repairs 
and  have  to  depend  on  the  consideration  of  others, 
if  you  have  constantly  to  beg  for  the  slowing  down 
of  machinery  which  you  are  only  using  by  the  good- 
will of  a  chance  acquaintance,  your  progress  will  be 
uncertain,  and  unforeseen  difficulties  arise. 

I  could  not  reaUse  this  so  clearly  by  day  as  by 
night.    Daytime   was   busy   enough,   but   at  night 
I  and  the  engineer  who  was  with  me  used  to  take 
turns  to  lie  on  a  bench  under  the  wall  of  the  machinery 
shed,  and  there,  revolver  in  hand,  to  sleep  vhile 
we    watched    and    slept    alternately.     The    ground 
never   ceased    to    shake    as    the    batteries   pursued 
their   work,  but    the   tremendous    noise   no   longer 
deafened,   and  I  don't  think  that  anything  could 
have  approached  either  of  us  under  its  cover.    Many 
a  night  I  would  lie  out  under  the  stars  and  feel  a 
strange  sense  of  content  and  repose  in  the  midst 
of  that   inferno.    My   thoughts   would   travel  over 
the  Atlantic  to  wife  and  children  and  the  repose 
of  home,  and  I  would  be  conscious  of  the  existence 
of  a  Uttle  nostalgia  that  only  activity  could  remove. 
Memories  of  home  would  obliterate  consciousness  of 
immediate  surroundings,  until,  on  a  sudden  perhaps, 
a  coal  would  sUp  in  the  brazier  at  my  feet  and  I 
would  puU  myself  together  and  reaUse  where  1  was. 
I  would  watch  the  Indians  shovelling  tailings  into 
the  miU  and  remember  that  I  had  dozed  off,  that 
close  by  my  side  the  "  gold  crusher  "  was  doing  all 
it  knew  to  recover  the  gold  that  lay  beyond  the 
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reach  of  the  great  machinery  to  which  it  was  har- 
nessed. And  in  the  fullness  of  time  I  would  see 
the  East  redden  and  the  sudden  upspringing  of  the 
dawn,  the  first  workers  would  come  in  from  the 
viUage,  and  I  would  make  haste  to  seek  the  coffin- 
bath  with  the  biscuit  tins  and  forget  all  about  an 
uncomfortable  night.  I  do  remember  the  nights  were 
uncomfortable,  bu«:  all  actual  sense  of  discomfort 
has  passed,  all  recollections  of  Mexico  are  pleasant 
to  me  now,  and  that  is  the  magic  of  travelling  It 
only  reminds  you  of  what  you  would  wish  to 
remember. 

Two  incidents  come  to  my  mind  and  claim  their 
pbce  m  this  httle  story.    The  first  occurred  on  one 
of  the  nights  I  have  just  described  when  I  was  on 
duty  on  the  bench  under  the  lee  of  the  engine-shed. 
I  knew  that  the  chief  engineer  was  on  the  other 
side  of  the  wall,  and  when  a  really  terrible  shriek 
rose  above  the  mpr^Jnery's  thunder  I  realised  at 
once  that  it  came  from  him.     Quickly  as  possible  I 
was  m  the  engine-room  and  saw  a  horrid  sight.    In 
In^^Tu  P""*  V^'  machinery  the  poor  man's 
coat  had  been  caught  between  two  cog-wheels    and 
to  save  himself  from  an  unspeakable  end  he  had 
put  up  his  arm,  all  of  which  up  to  the  elbow  had 
been  gripped.    As  I  came  in  the  machinery  lifted 
h  m  off  his  feet  and  cast  him  over  the  othe7side  of 
the  shaft,  where  I  came  to  liis  aid. 

It  was  midnight ;  we  were  alone ;  he  lived  in 
^e  vmag,  and  was  now  on  the  ver  ;f  coUapse  I 
took  him  round  to  my  room  and  ,      e  him  a  good 

slknc^r'^;  ^^  ''^'^'^  *^-'  -«d  he  sho^d 
Wand  S^^ilf"  '  *"^^  *^«^  ^^"^  to  his 
E  t^  «  ^"^  *^'  '*™P  ^^*«^'  ^^o  said  he 
i^oped  to  save  his  arm.    So  I  went  back,  only  to 
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be  sent  for  again  a  few  minutes  later.  Hsemorrhage 
had  set  in,  and  the  doctor  wanted  me  to  assist  at 
the  immediate  and  very  necessary  amputation.  I 
had  never  done  anything  of  the  kind  before,  and 
had  no  wish  to  try,  but  the  need  was  urgent.  So 
I  went  back  to  the  house  in  the  village,  and  helped 
prepare  the  poor  chap  for  his  trouble.  Fortunately 
the  doctor  had  some  chloroform,  and  he  dipped  a 
handkerchief  in  it  and  applied  it 'to  the  engineer's 
face  just  before  he  got  to  work.  I  held  sponges 
and  performed  all  the  minor  duties,  and  am  glad 
to  say  that  not  only  was  the  operation  a  great 
success,  but  the  patient  survived  it.  I'm  told  the 
two  things  don't  necessarily  go  together.  Some- 
where in  a  collection  of  mementoes  and  curios  that 
I  do  not  leave  lying  about,  I  have  a  curious  and 
rather  repellent  photograph.  It  shows  the  crushed 
hand  of  a  man  with  the  forearm,  tied  up  to  a  peg 
against  a  wall  for  the  purpose  of  the  photographer. 
It  was  taken  by  the  doctor  as  a  souvenir  of  the 
occasion,  and  it  occurred  to  him,  long  afterwards, 
that  I  might  like  to  possess  a  copy  by  way  of  a 
reminder  that  I  was  once  a  surgeon's  assistant,  and 
was  held  to  have  done  what  was  required  of  me 
in  an  efficient  manner. 

The  other  incident  was  more  serious— I  don't 
know  to  this  day  how  grave  trouble  was  averted. 
I  was  with  the  manager  one  morning  examining 
a  little  Mexican  pony  that  he  thought  of  buying, 
when  we  heard  a  series  of  sharp  explosions  from 
the  direction  of  the  courtyard  behind  the  home. 
We  paid  no  particular  attention— it  was  customary 
from  time  to  time  to  blow  up  old  eastings  with 
dynamite  in  order  that  they  might  be  remtlted, 
and    we   assumed    that   this    was   being  done.    So 


A  Visit  to  Mexico  171 

we  went  on   discussing   the   pony,  whose    interest 
in  the  explosions  had  been  greater  than  ours,  and 
were  startled  when  a  boy  ran  up  and  said  there 
had  been  a  bad  accident.     We  hurried  away  to  a 
very  tragic  scene.     Three  men  had  been  blown  to 
pieces,  two  had  been  seriously  injured,  and  a  lad 
a  bright  and  intelligent  boy,  who  sometimes  assisted 
me  at  the  lathe  in  the  machine-room,  had  both  his 
eyes  blown  out.     The  courtyard  was  crowded  with 
men  and  women,  others  were  still  pressing  in  from 
the  village.    I  found  that  the  wounded  were  left 
lying  where  they  had  fallen  in  the  full  blaze  of  the 
sun,  and  I  gave  mstructions  immediately  that  they 
were  to  be  carried  into  the  shade.     Some  of  the 
people  objected,  because  they  said  it  was  against 
regulations  to  move  anybody  in  the  event  of  a  bad 
accident,  until  the  coroner  had  been  called  and  had 
made   his   report.     However,    I    insisted,    and    the 
sufferers  did  not  have  the  added  torture  of  the  glare 
Still  the  crowd  gathered,  and  at  last  the  manager 
gave  orders  for  the  courtyard  gates  to  be  closed 
The  outcry  against  this  order  swelled  until  it  became 
an  uproar;  cries  were  raised  that  the  white  men  had 
killed  the  Indians.     There  were  calls  for  vengeance 
and  we  were  glad  to  get  into  the  house,  bar  the 
door,  and  get  our  rifles  and  some  ammunition.     It 
was  a  dangerous    moment.    Mexican    Indians    are 
very  much  like  children  except  in  the   matter  of 
cruelty,  anj  there  I  think  they  are  much  more  hke 
the  Devil.    We    knew,    though   we    could    neither 
prove  nor  explain  to  the  crowd,  that  the  accident 
could  only  have  been  caused   by  some  deliberate 
violation  of  orders,   but   with   people   who  believe 
wiat  the  white  man  controls  all  destructive  forces 
"  IS  vain  to  argue.    If  we  had  not  been  well  armed 
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we  should  in  all  probability  have  been  murdered, 
but  having  weapons,  we  were  able  to  control 
the  people  until  they  would  listen  to  reason, 
It  was  a  great  relief  to  see  that  at  last  they  were 
beginning  to  understand  the  truth,  and  it  was  a 
relief  still  greater  to  see  them  filing  out  on  their 
way  home.  We  were  forced  after  that  to  double 
our  normal  precautions ;  the  Indian  is  not  easy 
to  handle,  and,  where  treachery  is  concerned,  has 
forgotten  more  than  the  normal  man  ever  knew. 
In  the  event  of  trouble  we  could  have  looked  for 
no  assistance.  Railhead  was  seven  miles  off,  and 
there  was  no  nearer  spot  for  the  dispatch  of  a  tele- 
gram. I  realised  the  distance  very  thoroughly  as 
I  stood  watching  some  hundreds  of  excited  men 
and  frenzied  women ;  I  had  often  ridden  down  with 
the  escort  of  six  or  seven  well-armed  horsemen  that 
took  the  fat  bars  of  gold  to  the  railway.  However, 
all's  well  that  ends  well,  and  it  is  pleasant  to  think 
that  there  was  no  addition  to  the  lives  lost  by  the 
accident. 

We  were  looking  forward  to  the  time  when  we 
should  open  up  the  "  crusher,"  and  recover  the 
fold  that  the  mercury  had  absorbed,  and  our  hopes 
were  high,  for,  by  arrangement  with  General  Frisby, 
we  were  now  treating  ore  as  well  as  tailings.  The 
constant  assays  made  by  my  companion  had  been 
of  the  greatest  interest,  we  found  one  day  that 
there  was  a  vein  of  quartz  then  being  worked  that 
yielded  gold  to  the  value  of  £6  per  ton,  and  this 
discovery  added  much  to  the  already  consider- 
able value  of  the  mine.  Then  came  trouble.  It 
happened  one  night  when  the  American  engineer 
and  I  were  dining  together  preparatory  to  one 
of  us  going    on    duty.      The  Indian  in  charge  ol 
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the  cru8her-hi«  work  was  to  shovel  the  tailings 
m-allowed  a  big  iron  bolt  to  go  in  with  theT 
Whether  it  was  just  a  careless  accident  or  was 
deliberate  cannot  be  said;  the  only  certain  issue 
was  the  result  The  internal  machinery  was  smashed 
and  the  work  stopped.  We  should  have  had  duplicate 
parts,  but  when  we  came  to  look  for  them  thev 
were  not  to  be  seen,  and  before  telegraphing  to 
Europe  for  more  it  seemed  best  to  find  out  what 
had  been  accomplished. 

So  we  recovered  the  gold  and  found  it  made 
a  lump  about  the  size  of  my  fist,  considerably  less 
than  the  cost  of  recovery.     In  short,  the  machine 
that  had  st<K)d  such  careful  preliminary  testing  had 
so  far  failed   in   practice.     There   may  have   been 
some  future  m  it ;  clearly  the  inventor  had  the  root 
of  the  matter  m  him.  and  it  may  be  that  a  few  years 
of  further  experiment  would  have  completed  what 
our  niachme  began,  but  the  failure  was  complete 
enough  for  commercial   purposes,    and   to-day   the 
cyanide  treatment  has  left  no  room  for  anything 
else.    It  was  a  big  disappointment,  for  I  had  brought 
a  great  deal  of  enthusiasm  to  the  aid  of  very  hard 
work  but  It  is  one  of  my  rules  in  life  not  to  worry 
about  the  mevitable.  ^ 

Pri/hf  .^^^u*  *^**  *^"""  ^   ^'*"^^d   f^«"»   General 
Fnsby  that  he  was  prepared  to  sell  an  option  for 

fed^Z  r.l  *?'  ''''"'  "^^^^'  ^"^  ««  I  h^d  satis- 
fied myself  that  it  was  a  great  gold  producer  I  took 

Tr.   °P*'°"'    carrying   out    the    necessary    business 
through  the  Bank  of  Mexico.    To  do  this  I  returned 

beef  nl't""  S*^  ^l^  ^'"^^^^'  ^'^^^  ^^'  business  had 

pUesCll     "fu'   "^^^   ^*   ^^^^^^   b^   *   thousand 

sV»rt     Af!      'n*\'  ^^^^^'y  ^^**^«"t  *  little  "lore 
sport.    After  all  that  hard  work  some  little  relaxa- 
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tion  seemed  to  have  been  earned.  There  was  not 
much  difficulty ;  as  soon  as  my  friends  knew  that 
I  was  back  in  the  city  and  that  I  was  ready  to 
play  instead  of  work,  they  rallied  to  my  side  with 
enthusiasm.  A  delightful  trip  was  planned  by  Mr. 
Clegg,  the  manager  of  the  Inter-Oceanic  Railway, 
whom  I  had  formerly  known  as  the  borough  surveyor 
in  Colchester,  and  now  met  in  Mexico. 

I  was  by  myself,  the  American  engineer  who 
had  accompanied  me  hitherto  having  returned  to 
the  States.  Mr.  Clegg  and  I  travelled  in  a  private 
saloon  car  from  Mexico  City  in  the  direction  of 
Vera  Cruz,  and  stopped  in  rather  wild  country, 
to  be  met  by  a  German  gentleman,  who  had  been 
an  officer  in  the  Prussian  Life  Guards,  and  a  very 
handsome  Austrian  officer,  who  had  fought  with 
Maximilian.  These  two  officers  took  us  to  a  hacienda 
(farmhouse)  a  mile  or  two  from  the  station,  and 
put  us  up  for  the  night.  They  had  much  to  say, 
and  we  were  a  jolly  party. 

Early  next  morning  a  large  body  of  beaters 
arrived  at  the  house,  and  we  all  went  off  to  a  great 
lake,  not  deep,  with  a  lot  of  tussocks  and  patches 
of  reedy  grass  rising  here  and  there.  Had  there 
been  a  little  more  growth  the  place  would  have  been 
a  swamp,  and  had  the  water  been  deeper  it  would 
have  been  a  lake  beyond  the  reach  of  doubt.  Right 
in  front  of  us,  or,  so  it  seemed,  across  the  water, 
were  two  great  moimtains,  Popocatepetl  and 
Ixtaccihuatl. 

The  day  was  a  blazing  one,  even  for  Mexico. 
We  were  out  after  snipe,  and  it  was  necessary  to 
wade  through  the  water  in  line  with  the  beaters. 
This  was  pleasant  enough  under  the  prevailing  con- 
ditions, but  we  found  that  though  the  water  came 
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waist  high,  the  uncovered  part  of  us  was  scorched. 
One  or  two  of  us  took  our  coats  off  and  tucked  up 
our  shirt-sleeves,  and  we  soon  forgot  about  the  heat 
m  the  excitement  of  the  sport.  By  lunch  time  we 
had  bagged  between  thirty  and  forty  couple.  We 
found  a  well  affordmg  us  a  little  shade,  and  while 
enjoying  the  rest  the  smoke  and  the  refreshment, 
we  taUced  of  the  bag  we  would  make  in  the  after' 
noon,  but  when  we  went  back  to  our  hunting-ground 
the  snipe  had  sheered  off,  leaving  no  address 

I  have  never  known  this  sudden  migration  to 
happen  before  or  hince,  and  cannot  account  for  it 

and  the  beaters  searched  all  manner  of  Ukcly  places 
but  the  snipe  had  vanished.  Towards  sunset  we 
rode  back  to  the  train  where  we  dined  and  slejt 
or  I  should  say.  tried  to  sleep.  Our  arms,  ex^d 
to  the  talentless  sun,  h.r  blistered  very  b;dly:  and 
for  me  it  was  one  of  th.     .ghts  of  sheer  agony  that 

You  may  say  that  this  was  not  a  proper  season 

«n""^™erb '"'?,.'""'   "^  ''•"y  is  thaTth^u'h 

aoM  Rome  does,  and  that  when  Mexico  finds  the 

^ey°'an:t':r  '"7  ''^  •"  instituted   eJen 

orauUirto"  ryt  ISuThel^  """"*• 
of  Mexico  h,A  «„.  iT  ''".'■"*•  'nc  game  resources 

the  teX^of  brd'fS  *!"»'•?'  ■»<*  I  think  that 
to  increaSl,  :  ^  "^  i*  "»  ""*  """'t'y  wiU  be 

whocan^t  we.pons'^^p^,.*::  a^w^^U^i;: 
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the  beat  game  areas,  or  many  of  them,  arc  in  parts 
where  it  is  not  easy  or  even  safe  to  travel  witliout 
a  considerable  escort.  Finally,  the  country  is  well 
adapted  to  the  needs  of  bird  life,  particulnrly  to 
the  needs  of  aquatic  birds. 

Mexico  cannot  be  regarded  as  a  country  that 
is  friendly  to  Europeans.  In  official  circles  it  may 
be,  but  the  Indian  and  the  half-breed  dislike  the 
American,  and  a  white  man  who  speaks  Knglisij 
is,  in  their  eyes,  an  American  and  nothing  tlsc. 
Authority  does  not  stretch  as  far  as  the  best  s|)<jrt- 
ing  country  even  to-day,  and  Indians  and  half- 
breeds  have  a  long  memory  for  ill-deeds  »loni  o' 
even  imagined.  Even  if  they  don't  know  it.  they 
are  believers  in  vicarious  atonement,  and  if  thoy 
have  a  grudge  against  one  white  man  and  th<  y  can 
kill  another  they  are  satisfied.  If  tluy  tiii>t  an 
individual  all  is  well,  but  they  must  know  him 
well  before  they  will  commit  themselves,  and  that 
is  why  the  strange  visitor  is  always  well  iulvisid 
to  join  somebody  who  knows  the  eoiuitry  if  he 
wishes  to  have  some  sport.  I  think  that  if  a  man, 
or  a  couple  of  men,  who  didn't  know  Mexico  went 
out  shooting  in  the  wilds  the  sport  would  eonu  to 
the  Indians  and  would  probably  be  of  an  indescribable 

kind. 

To  get  back  to  my  story,  I  should  say  tiiat  \ve 
soon  returned  to  Mexico  City,  where  I  stayed  a  little 
while  longer,  enjoying  the  hospitality  of  my  good 
friends  of  the  Jockey  Club,  and  karning  vhat  i 
could  of  the  country's  further  resources.  It  was 
quite  clear  to  mc  that  the  difficulties  in  tlu  way  oi 
Mexico's  advance  were  chiefly  administrative.  The 
best  laws  in  the  world  are  of  comparative  ly  Uttic 
value  if  they  arc  not  obser\'ed,  and  the  finest  set 
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^"77 
of  minor  regulationt  is  worth  verv  liff u  ;/  •» 

b.  cnfo^Ki.  i„di«„.  h.if b^.,'''^;,''ji4r'°' 

w«  a  very  .tnmge  team  th.t  Diw  hid  vf?*' 
and  until  hi.  difflcultiM  .re  und~to^      •.^""• 
i.  more  likely  t,  be  votabl.  tLT^J^jT^  """""" 

theX'^^ik'-.r^rrBS'^tar"' 

of  Sport.  «,d  Paatime.  that  i  htdT!i  ."""y 
fron,  Engtod.  and  retumThoLtith  IhriiT' 
on  General  Friaby'.  mine  I  .^M  T  i,  5  v '"'°" 
the  option,  but  tL  rS^rtly  precii.'^f  A"-*" 
bought  it  outright,  but  had  Lt^eL  Flhv""* 
considerabe  sum  of  mon™     "  _"™"''-  *ruby  a 

endeavouring  to  find  a  purchai^  M„  „  1^  ""' 
to  run  a  year  wh™  ffc.  i  '^  "P"""  *«' 

Wlu«  of '^^he  "JSS  cn^,i°t^.  t".  "^P-y"""-  The 
SKierable  ex^n^fXc.™*"?  h.H  ^PllS^V  '»"• 
»d  I  thought  th;t'rr»uld  '/oat  tSo  ^t'/S  d- 

V^tTlT^rr'  *»  -^^  »"'  vcnturp™fltob?e 
of  the  C  tv  .^  ""r  '  ■"*"  ""h  «""«  knowl^ge 

o'themounwrTo^Mi?""""  I"  ""=  '"dian  jungle 
""sold  unS  the  vL^™""'  ""'.  "y  "Pt'""  «^>>»ined 

f-by  asM*^:  r;„r  irf"'L'"'th*"  •'™"'" 

I  did  an/i  k  J  ^*=«ew  It  lor  another  year.  This 
''^  VoA^fiJtt  'S™:?»»''?,''".'-"<'s  tha?'a' 
"cUons  in  V^"l      ''  ''■  ^-  "»88'n.  had  entered 
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journey  across  the  Atlantic,  and  as  soon  as  I  reached 

New  York  asked  for  an  appointment  with  Mr.  Ilaggin. 

I  went  to  his  office  full  of  sympathy  for  him,  having 

learned  that   his  wife  was   dead  and  was  still  lying 

unburied  in  his  house.    But  I  found  that  Mr.  Haggin 

did  not  allow  private  griefs  to  interfere  with  business. 

He  told  me  with  some  brusqueness  that  my  option 

would  expire  in  a  few  days,  and  that  so  far  as  he 

was  concerned  I  had  no  real  existence,  and  that 

even  if  I  could  be  said  to  exist,  my  interest  in  the 

mine  did  not.     I  waited  until  he  thought  he  had 

proved  to  me  the  absurdity  of  coming  to  New  York 

to  tackle  such  a  lion  in  his  den,  and  then  told  him 

gently  but  firmly  that  the  option  had  been  renewed 

for  another  year.     His  face  fell,  I  might  almost  say 

it  tumbled  down.     His  brusqueness  disappeared,  he 

no    longer    thought    I   was   wasting  his  time  and 

beneath  his  notice.     At  the  same  time  he  remained 

very  difficult,  and  the  best  I  could  get  for  my  option 

was  an  option  from  him  to  take  £7,000  in  shares  at 

par  in  the  new  company  he  was  about  to  form. 

However,  my  capital   was  released  and  I  returned 

to  England. 

The  mine— I  may  say  now  that  it  was  none 
other  than  the  famous  El  Oro— was  floated  in 
America  for,  I  believe,  a  million  pounds.  As  soon 
as  the  shares  began  to  move  I  sold  out,  and  made 
a  couple  of  thousand  pounds,  enough  to  pay  the 
expenses  of  my  Mexican  journey.  Unhappily  1 
put  the  money  and  a  good  bit  more  into  South 
African  mines  then  booming,  and  lost— well,  never 
mind  what  I  lost,  it  is  one  of  the  things  one  prefers 
to  forget.  Yet  if  I  could  have  found  the  right 
man  the  El  Oro  would  have  become  an  Enghsh 
mine  instead  of  an  American  one,  and  part  of  the 
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great  fortune  it  has  produced  would  have  come 
to  me  I  don't  complain;  it  was  a  real  pleasure 
to  «ee  Mexico  and  receive  all  the  kindness  I  enioved 
in  .he  capital  and  this  was  not  the  first  time,  nor  was 
It  to  be  the  last,  that  Dame  Fortune  should  appear 
to  be  traveUing  m  my  direction,  and  then  make 
a  sudden  turn  and  go  off  elsewhere. 

I  have  only  one  more  reminiscence  of  my  journev 
I  had  a  number  of  lantern  shdes  made  from  the 
photographs  I  took  in  Mexico,  and  I  was  asked 
m  Warwick  to  lecture  on  my  journey  for  some 
chanty.  I  agreed  to  do  so,  and  I  am  afraid  that 
I  rather  stretched  the  ordinary  lecture  time  I  had 
had  no  experience  as  a  lecturer,  there  was  a  lot  to 
say.  and  it  took  longer  than  I  thought.  The  audience 
was  very  kind  and  greeted  my  concluding  sentence 
with  applause  that  may.  I  think,  have  had  a  double 
significance.     When    I    sat    down    there    were    lonH 

calls  for  Lady  Warwick  and  mv  w,f«        ij     ?       "^ 
*  1    ".y  ""*."'*CK,  ana  my  wife  could  not  refuse 

to  comply.    But  judge  of  my  fedings  when  In  all 

senousness    she    began:     "Ladies    and    gentlemen 

let  me  thank  you  in  the  first  place  for  the  Z^t  ' 

patience  wi  h  which  you  have  listened  to  myTus 

faX  '^^""'  ''  ^"^  '''^'  *^--  --  -SrabL 


)  I 


CHAPTER  XI 

MY  JOURNEY  TO  EAST  AFRICA 

IN  the  year  1904  my  old  friend  Moreton  Frewen 
came  to  see  me  one  day,  and  told  me  tliat  he  had 
recently  been  brought  into  business  relations  \vith 
a  Mr.  Lingham,  a  big  Canadian  lumber  man,  who 
had  lately  acquired  certain  large  timber  concessions 
in  East  Africa.  Mr.  Frewen  said  he  was  about  to 
visit  East  Africa  with  Mr.  Linp»-am  to  inspect  liis 
concessions,  and  he  suggested  thut  we  should  make 
a  party,  in  order  that  I  might  see  the  new  country 
of  which  every  sportsman  spoke  so  eagerly,  enjoy 
some  sport  in  the  game  shooter's  paradise,  and  see 
at  the  same  time  if  I  could  find  some  fresh  timber 
ranges  and  get  a  concession  for  myself.  Tlie  prospect 
was  a  very  inviting  one,  and  I  did  not  need  much 
persuasion.  I  asked  my  brother  Alwyne,  hist  of 
company  and  best  of  sportsmen,  to  come  along 
with  me,  and  persuaded  a  friend  who  was  then  m 
the  Essex  Yeomanry  to  imdertake  the  manage- 
ment of  the  camp  and  the  sporting  arrangements. 
This  friend  was  Colonel  J.  H.  Patterson,  D.S.O., 
author  of  "The  Man-Eaters  of  Tsavo,"  and  "In 
the  Grip  of  the  Nyika,"  books  that  do  not  stand  in 
any  need  of  my  praises,  though  they  arc  luartily 
welcome  to  them.  The  Colonel  knows  Britisli  East 
Africa  well  and  has  mastered  all  the  details  of  eon- 
ducting  a  sporting  expedition  and  going  on  "  safari 
in  a  land  where  all  that  has  been  forgot  t«n  nuist 
be  dispensed  with.     At  that  time  he  was  one  of  the 

1 80 


My  Journey  to  East  Africa       i8i 

few  men  ^th  practical  experience  of  the  conditions- 
there  was  hardly  the  foundation  or  the  onranisS 
that  exists  to.day  for  the  benefit  bothTgenS 

Deiore  the  War  East  Africa  had  more  than  enouch 
Under  Colonel  Patterson's  skilled  direction  we  boX 
our  equipment  complete  from  the  Army  Tnd  N^w 
Stores  and  there  was  nothing  startling  about  1^ 
except  some  brass  pistols  made  by  pfi„  rco 
he  pyrotechnists  They  were  bree^chSing  and 
fired  coloured  rocket  cartridges.  Their  value^n  a 
dark  night  to  any  of  the  party  who  hlrf  iLf  k- 

charges,  and  this  was  to  p^ove  of  TJ^    and    spare 
^^^Ping  dangerous  .    ^mals  T^  t^^^  ^^  ^ 

on  r  z^^^l^;^^  *^r  ?  ""z '-'-'' 

our  fellow-passenge«  Lord  and  Wv^'w^^T"? 
the  Honourable  Cyril  Ward  Int^  ^^^/'^^^d' 
Robert  Hervev    theLu^  t   ^''    ^*^^'    Sir 

and  Lady  Sv  AlT  w  r^^n  ^'^'^^'^^  ^"'^t^r. 
Aden,     ^""'"^'y-    ^^  ^ent  well  until  we  reached 

the!4:ri;tboSt"na^  ^'"^^^"S—  at  Easton 
buted  the  m«e  stol^^^^^^^  ^«^«P^«.  and  I  contri- 
„  came  my  way  TZlU  ■  .  '  .,^«"^^^«t  t^^at  ever 
Lamingto'n.  tie'  Govetior  of  Bol'^'l  '^ *  ^«^<^ 
to  purchase,  and  toTnd  L  ^  ^^'  ^^  ^'"""^^^ 
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and  boxes  of  sugar  were  about  to  be  brought  up 
from  the  hold  by  means  of  a  derrick  and  unloaded 
into  a  steel  lighter.    Of  this  I  knew  nothing.    I  was 
standing  close  to  the  edge  of  the  deck,  looking  out 
eagerly  to  where  I  could  see  my  little  Gulf  Arabians 
coming  up  alongside.     Suddenly  I  heard  a  loud  shout 
of  alarm ;  a  voice  cried  "  Look  out ! "  and  some- 
thing struck  me  hard  from  behind,  but  at  a  curious 
angle,  so  that  instead  of  sweeping  me  right  off  my 
feet  into  the   steel  lighter  or  the   water,  it  merely 
knocked  me  down  and  gave  me  a  movement  in  the 
direction  of   the   ship's   edge.    I   tried  to  dig  my 
feet  into  the  deck,  but  I  couldn't  stay  myself,  and 
my  toes  were  actuplly  over  the  deck  side,  when  a 
friendly   hand    caugiiC   my   coat-tails.    It   was  the 
mate's.    "  Thank  God ! "  he  said ;  "  I  was  only  just 
m  time.    I  thought  nothing  would  have  saved  you 
from  going  down  there." 

The  unexpected  load  of  sugar  had  taken  an 
erratic  course,  and  had  actually  hit  my  shoulder 
on  the  way  to  the  steel  lighter.  However,  as  it 
might  have  knocked  me  overboard  or  broken  my 
head  in  and  was  content  merely  to  scare  and 
bruise  me,  I  felt  I  couldn't  grumble.  «ut  I've 
never    stood    nearer    to    death    than    I    did  just 

then.  , 

We  disembarked  at  Mombasa,  where,  by  the 
way,  the  climate  is  a  little  trying  to  the  new-comer, 
collected  our  camp  followers -over  a  hundred  ot 
them— and  set  off  to  Nairobi,  where  we  made  a 
discovery  at  once  startling  and  disconei  rting.  wy 
an  unfortunate  oversight  that  need  not  be  dwelt 
upon,  the  whole  of  our  arms  and  sporting  equip- 
ment had  been  left  on  the  ship,  and  was  being  taken 
on  to  Natal.     We  telegraphed  at  once  for  the  tlungs 
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to  be  sent  back,  but  mo:e  than  a  month's  delay 
was  inevitable.     We  were  able  fortunately  to  pick 
up  a  little  material  at  Nairobi  to  enable  us  to  carry 
on,  but  nothing  that  quite  corresponded  to  our  needs. 
There  was  nothing  for  it  but  to  console  ourselves 
with  the   thought   that    sport    was,    nominally   at 
least,   a   secondary    part    of   our    expedition.    The 
prime  motive  was  the  discovery  of  good  timber  in 
large  quantities,  and  our  first  step,  on  the  way  to 
Lingham's  concession,  was  to  seek  out  my  friend 
Lord  Delamere  and  get  the  benefit  of  his  advice. 
We  found  him  working  hard  in  his  vegetable  garden 
in  the  roughest  clothes  he  possessed,  and  he  gave 
us  a  warm  welcome.    A  pioneer  in  a  land  of  pioneers 
he  owned  100,000  acres  or  more,  and  was  raising 
stock,    conducting    agricultural    experiments,    and 
varymg  the  course  of  life  from  time  to  time  by 
going  on  "  safari  "  with  his  wife,  who  was  as  good 
a  shot  and  as  fearless  a  hunter  as  he.     She  was 
Miss  Cole,  daughter  of  Lord  Enniskillen,   and  her 
early  death  must  have  been  sincerely  lamented  by 
all  who  knew  her.    Lord  Delamere  was  a  member 
of  the  Governor's  (Sir  Hayes  Sadler)  Advisory  Com- 
mittee, and  there   was  hardly  an  aspect  of  life  in 
British  East  Africa  that  he  had  not  studied      We 
discussed  the  timber  question,  about  which  I  had 
obtained  the  expert  views  of  lumber  men  in  Mom- 
basa and  Nairobi,  and  I  found  the  general  opinion 
was  that  the  forests  I  was  out  to  seek  would  be 
tound,  If  at  all,   at  an  altitude  of  4,000  to  5,000 

of  the  timber  being  there ;  our  discovery  of  it  was 
^e  only  uncertainty.  It  seemed  best,  in  the  first 
mstance.  to  mspect  Mr.  Lingham's  concession,  so 
we  set  out  to  do  that.     After  leaving  Lord  Dela- 
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mere's  our  little  party  divided.  Frewcn  and  Ling- 
ham  went  ahead  to  locate  the  camp ;  my  brother, 
Colonel  Patterson  and  I  followed  in  more  leisurely 
fashion.  On  the  following  morning  a  messenger 
came  back  from  Frewen  to  say  that  he  had  seen 
what  he  thought  was  a  white  rhinoceros.  He  had 
fired,  but  did  not  know  if  he  had  hit  it,  and  was 
coming  back  on  the  following  day  that  we  might 
have  a  full  party  to  make  a  thorough  search.  On 
his  arrival  we  all  set  out  for  the  place  wlure  the 
rhino  had  been  seen,  Frewen  and  Patterson  going 
round  one  side  of  the  ground  and  Alwync  and  I 
taking  the  other.  We  hunted  fruitlessly  for  a  eon- 
siderable  time,  and  jur  as  I  was  thinking  that 
nothing  would  be  found  we  saw  the  back  of  tlie 
rhino  just  visible  over  some  broken  ground.  Ahvyne 
and  1  fired  together,  and  the  rhino  dropped  stone 
dead.  It  certainly  might  have  passed  in  some 
lights  for  a  white  specimen,  but  on  reaching  the 
body  we  saw  that  the  animal  had  been  wallow- 
ing in  some  light  clay.  We  shot  a  few  harte- 
beests  that  day  and  then  resumed  our  journey. 
Our  carriers  quickly  skinned  the  rhino,  and  were 
not  very  long  in  eating  it.  The  skin  was  sent  to 
Nairobi  and  thence  to  the  game  ranger's  oflice. 
All  hides  must  pass  through  there,  and  in  this  way 
the  authorities  are  able  to  see  that  men  do  not 
exceed  the  limits  of  their  shooting  permit.  The 
limited  permit  serves  a  treble  purpose.  It  pro- 
duces revenue,  helps  to  keep  game-killing  within 
proper  bounds,  and  avails  to  preserve  young  and 
immature  animals,  for  naturally,  if  a  man  may  only 
shoot  two  examples  of  a  species,  he  is  going  to  hunt 
for  the  best  and  not  be  content  with  the  first  that 
comes.     Without    strict    laws    and    ample    reser^•a- 


My  Journey  to  East  Africa        185 

tions  ten  years  of  peace  would  avail  to  clear  East 
Africa  of  game. 

ne  sights  to  be  seen  on  the  Uganda  Railway 
on  the  Athi  Plain  between  Mombasa  and  Nairobi 
are  still  remarkable.  Zebras,  giraffes,  hartebeests, 
gazelles,  and  other  beautiful  creatures  yet  rome 
'vithin  range  of  the  traveller's  eye  or  glass,  but 
akeady  they  are,  I  suppose,  but  a  tithe  of  the  numbers 
that  greeted  the  pioneers.  As  I  write  I  find  myself 
wondenng  what  effect  the  campaign  in  German 
East  Africa  wiU  have  upon  the  game  there,  and 
vhether  It  will  lead  them  to  seek  the  security  of 
the  British  Reserves  near  the  boundary 

For  a  day  or   two   we   travelled    towards   the 
higher  ground,    seeing    ranges    of   pencilled    cedar 
and  podocarpus,  a  species  of  white  fir  of  hich  com- 
mercial  value.    The    natives    were    most    friendly, 
and  we  had  reason  to  be  pleased  with  their  attitude 
for  the  Governor  had  warned  us  to  be  very  carefu 
about  venturing   into   the   Nandi   country,    where 
there  was  trouble  brewing.    From  Ravin^Fort  we 
ZthTJT-  !f  ^VP^^'^d  forest,  and  ics  extent 
may  be  best  judged  by  the  fact  that  we  were  in 

han'  br^f'  ""  !T  ^T  "^*^""*  ^^^^^^  ^^'^  »"ore 
men  of  ft  ^T^''.  ""^  ^P'^  S^^""^-  The  white 
men  of  the  party  rode,  and  the  natives  walked  some 

^LlrwrV'  ^1'  "^^^^^^^^"  -^  ^^  "h"« 

verunnrel  /  ^"  T^  ""*  *^^"^-     ^here  was  one 
very  unpleasant  incident  as   we  went  along      We 

tt  had  fr  ''^™  *^"  trail-makers  thaH"  J^t 

w^  unL      .T'^T'"*   ^'^^   ^»^^^^^d'    and   this 

colanv  nfT'^^'  *^'  *"^-'"^"*  ^»^««^n  by  a  va.t 

ngir  As   iK  ""*^  V  ^^«««  «"r  path  at  right 

'igies.    As  all   know   who    have    seen    these    ants 
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of  tropical  countries  on  the  march,  they  never 
allow  any  obstacle  to  deflect  them.  Fire  may  turn 
them,  when  sufficient  have  perished  to  warn  the 
others;  nothing  else  will.  They  have  a  ecrtain 
destination  and  they  go  to  it,  come  what  may.  We 
chanced  to  be  the  obstacle  on  that  occasion,  and 
so  they  climbed  over  us,  our  men  and  our  horses, 
using  their  powerful  jaws.  All  that  we  could  do 
we  did  while  shouting  to  the  men  ahead  to  clear  the 
track,  which  they  cleared  at  last,  not  a  moment  too 
soon.  It  was  a  hideous  experience  to  be  at  the 
mercy  of  insects  that  were  literally  "  as  the  sands 
of  the  seashore  for  multitude,"  and  the  actual 
pain  was  very  severe.  Years  have  passed  by,  but 
the  horrible  recollection  is  still  something  of  a 
nightmare  to  me.  If  I  close  my  eyes  I  can  see 
all  of  us  battling  with  these  masses  of  ants,  the 
terrified  horses,  the  excited  men  tearing  off  their 
scanty  garments,  and  can  hear  the  shouts  to  those 
in  front  to  help  us  to  get  out  of  the  inferno.  I 
realise  now  the  form  of  torture  sometimes  practised 
in  Africa,  of  pegging  a  man  down  in  the  way  of 
white  ants  and  rubbing  a  little  honey  over  him  to 
encourage  appetites  that  can  hardly  be  deemed 
capricious.  The  mind  of  man  has  some  very  ugly 
sides  to  it. 

We  were  now  on  Mr.  Lingham's  conecssion,  and 
a  very  beautiful  and  romantic  plaer  it  seemed. 
Perhaps  beauty  is  not  the  true  word,  there  was  a 
grandeur,  a  solemnity  about  the  place  that  impressed 
me  strongly.  Save  for  the  chattering  of  a  few 
colobus  monkeys  the  silence  was  supreme.  The 
trees  towered  to  vast  heights,  shutting  out  a  great 
part  of  the  sun  and  casting  fantastic  patterns  of 
light  and  shade  upon  the  forest  floor.    By  the  side 
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of  streams,  where  men  or  animals  had  passed,  dis- 
turbing the  ground,  there  were  hosts  of  butterflies, 
some  of  them  very  large  ones,  and  all  as  radiant 
as  finished  jewels.  They  came  to  feed  on  the  chumed- 
up  mud  teeming  with  life  invisible.  After  exam- 
ining all  or  most  of  the  concession  we  started  off 
for  a  station  on  the  railway,  twenty  or  thirty  miles 
from  Ravine  Fort.  Alwyne  and  I  took  the  lead  on 
our  little  horses,  and  we  were  on  the  look  out,  for  we 
were  in  a  country  where  four  native  traders  had 
met  with  a  tragic  end  just  recently.  One  would 
not  say  they  deserved  their  fate,  but  they  certainly 
invited  it,  lor  while  two  went  ahead  with  loaded 
rifles  two  marched  behind  with  the  ammunition  I 
When  we  arrived  at  Londiana  Station  on  the  Uganda 
Railway,  we  .vere  well  pleased  to  have  been  prepared, 
for  we  found  the  railway  station  occupied  by  some 
twelve  hundred  troops  of  Sikh  and  East  African 
regiments  on  the  way  to  the  Nandi  country  where 
trouble  had  come  to  a  head  and  war  had  been 
declared.  It  seemed  that  we  had  run  considerable 
risks  by  travelling  where  we  had  been  without  an 
escort,  but  good  fortune  had  favoured  us. 

Ac  Londiana,  Frewen  and  Lingham  left  us,  and 
my  brother,  Colonel  Patterson  and  I  decided  to 
leave  our  boys  for  a  while  and  make  a  trip  into 
Uganda.  So  we  travelled  by  rail  to  Victoria  Nyanza 
and  across  the  lake  to  Entebbe  in  the  Uganda  country. 
The  sights  of  that  wonderful  country  have  met 
with  th.  full  measure  of  description,  and  it  is  hardly 
necessary  for  me  to  write  about  them.  Tlie  hospital 
at  Entebbe  was  full  of  sleeping-sickness  cases,  and 
on  our  return  across  the  lake  to  visit  the  famous 
Ripon  Falls,  where  the  Nile  flows  from  the  northern 
part  of  the   lake,  wc   passed  a  country  where  in  a 
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few  years  some  eighty  thousand  natives  hnd  suc- 
cumbed to  the  disease.  I  could  not  help  feding 
that  in  fighting  that  disease  in  the  service  of  those 
who  cannot  fight  it  for  themselves,  the  white  man 
has  done  something  to  justify  his  intrusion  upon 
a  world  that  would  have  preferred  to  work  out 
its  own  destinies. 

At  Entebbe  Alwyne  and  I  went  out  with  the 
Governor's  secretary  to  shoot  hippopotami  on  the 
lake.  Most  of  the  islands  we  passed  were  as  empty 
as  the  desert.  The  sleeping  sickness  had  swept 
them  clean,  and  those  who  had  not  been  sdzcd 
had  fled  the  plague,  perhaps  carrying  it  wi*li  them 
to  areas  hitherto  uninfected.  We  landed  on  one 
island  to  look  for  crocodiles'  eggs,  and  I  remember 
the  Governor's  secretary,  who  was  looking  after 
us,  brushing  from  my  neck  a  fly,  presumably  a 
tsetse,  which,  he  said,  carried  the  infeetion ;'  a 
tiny  assailant  enough,  but  far  more  dangerous 
than  any  animal  the  traveller  meets  in  the  wildest 
part  of  the  globe.  In  the  launch  that  toW(d  our 
rowing  boat  over  the  lake  I  noticed  a  smart,  well- 
built  native  lad,  perhaps  seventeen  years  of  age, 
sitting  cross-legged  in  naval  uniform,  under  the 
Union  Jack,  in  the  stem.  He  took  no  notice  of 
what  was  passing,  and  seemed  to  be  more  asleep 
than^  awake.  I  asked  the  engineer  about  him. 
"He's  Tom  I"  replied  the  engineer,  "and  he 
works  on  the  boat,  but  he  has  caught  the  sleeping 
sickness."  And  he  told  me  that,  in  his  view,  it 
was  certain  death  but  a  painless  one. 

Later  we  went  up  a  lagoon,  and  suddenly  saw 
the  enormous  head  of  a  hippopotamus  rise  from 
the  water  within  range.  Before  we  could  fire  it 
had  disappeared,  only  to  reappear  a  few  minutes 
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later  and  be  diot  dead  It  sank  at  once,  but  the 
body  gets  distended  after  death,  and  after  some 
fnfiLTfl  f-^'  -urface.  so  we  were  not  surpri^ 
to  find  It  floating  on  the  lagoon  within  a  day^  W^ 
secured  the  skin  and  the  head,  and  this  Iwt  wa! 
in  due  course  mounted  for  us  in  London 

Returning  to  the  Mne  of  the  railway  we  oroa 
pected  in  the  direction  of  Mount  Kenia,  IS.OOoTt' 
high  With  the  view  of  finding  out  wha  forests 
existed  at  the  range  of  five  or  six  thousand  fcet 
that  IS  most  suitable  for  timber.  To  get  there 
we  had  to  cross  the  Aberdare  range.  As  we  were 
leavmg  for   this    country,    which    is    but    spZlw 

Ward  to  say  they  had  left  the   Waterfords  after 
some  very  successful   Hon-hunting   round   Nairobi 
and  would  like  to  join  us  for  the  journey  ove    the 
Aberdare  range,   to  the  northern   province    and  a 

fcr  W    ''""^""'*^'  '''  *^^   direction  if  11^: 
Rudolf.    We    were    very    gratified    to    have    their 
company,  and  gave  them  time  to  come  up.    By 
now.  of  course   we  were  in  possession  of  oSr  fuH 
equipment,    and    enjoyed    excellent    sport    in    the 
Aberdare  eountiy.     We   had   a   great   eamp   then 
200  earners,  to  say  nothing  of  dSnkeys.  so^that  ?t 
was  necessary   to    keep    near    the    nUr.    Several 
Amos  were  ba^ed.  but  lions  were  shy.     They  couTd 

tr^llV'  "'??*'  ^"*  ^^'^  invisible  by  da^     Un 
fo^ettaWe  amid  all  the  excitement  of  sport   was 
W  Kema;  the  sight  of  its  vast  peaks.  whTch 
at  sunnse  east  a  curious    shadow  across  «^eskv 
.s  something  I  have  never  seen  surpassed  for  sheS 

As  far  north  as  the  junction  of  two  rivers,  the 
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Guaso  Nyiro  and  Guaso  Narok,  I  saw  but  one  lion. 
The  occasion  was   an   evening  when  our  nun  were 
pitching  camp,  and  I  took  a  ride  and  went  out  for 
a  stroll  in  the  half  light.     On  a  sudden  I  f(  It  that 
something  was  staring  et  me,  and  became  conscious 
of  the  head  of  a  lion  looking  over  a  rock,  just  \isibl<> 
across   broken   ground   some   hundred   yards  away. 
I  don't  think  I  checked  my  pace  or  gave  any  sign 
of  recognition,  at  least  I  tried  not  to  do  so.    My 
object      \s  to  walk  on  as  though  I  had  awn  nothing, 
make  u  detour,  and  work  round  for  a  bt  tt(  r  shot. 
Unfortunately,  if  you  are  not  afraid  of  a  lion  the 
lion  is  speedily  afraid  of  you,  and  this  om-  l)oltcd 
before    I    could    gain    a    favourable    position.    I've 
known  tigers  bolt  in  the  same  way,  and  many  an- 
other animal  do  likewise.     On  the  otlur  iiand,  if 
a  lion  or  tiger  has  killed  and  is  found  by  its  kill, 
the   prol  abilities   are   that   it   will   stay  th<rc  and 
even   put   up   a   fight.     The   lion   will   attack  nun, 
but  the  chances  are  that  he  is  already  a  nuin-otcr, 
and  the  odds  are  long  that  the  attack  will  be  a 
surprise  one.     Camp  fires  and  watchful  scntriis  will 
keep  V  \  en  a  hungry  man-eater  at  bay,  but  the  prowl- 
ing beast  is  quick  to  know  when  vigilance  has  bren 
relaxed,  and  will  act  on  the  spur  of  the  nionunt. 
My   own   experience    has   taught    mc   that  there  is 
only  one  animal  that  does  not  fear  man,  and  that 
is  the  rhinoceros.    He  has  taken  some  toll  of  African 
sportsmen,  and  would  have  taken  a  nnich  heavier 
one  but  for  the  fact  that  his  eyes  arc  not  as  reliable 
as  his  nose.    He  can  often  scent  the  man  he  c?nnot 
see,   and   his  charge   in  the  direction  of  an  enemy 
is  almost  as  blind  as  the  rush  of  a  horse  that  has 
run  away  in  a  fright.    In  fact,  if  wc  eould  analyse 
the  emotions  of  the  charging  rhinoceros,  wc  should 
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And  in  all  probability  that  there  is  fear  as  well  as 
laigcr  in  them.  It  was  a  great  disappointment  to 
me  to  be  in  the  lion  country  and  get  no  lions,  but 
I  think  the  fault  was  our  own.  We  had  kept  to 
the  river  bank  because,  as  I  have  already  explained 
our  company  was  far  too  large  to  take  with  im- 
punity into  the  waterless  country,  and  the  lions 
were  not  by  the  river.  Perhaps  they  had  already 
found  that  termin  unhealthy. 

Below  Mount  Kenia,  at  Fort  Hall,  on  the  edge 
of  one  of  the  great  Reserves,   I  stayed   with  Dr 
and  Mrs.  Hind.     The  doctor,  who  held  an  official 
position,  had  come  to  it  from  the  Belgian  Congo, 
where  I  believe  at  one  time  he  was  under  Colonel 
Lothaire,   whose   name   will   not   be   unfamiliar  to 
students   of   Congo    history.     It    is    straying    from 
my  subject  to  recall  any  of  his  anecdotes,  but  I 
remember  being  particularly  impressed  by  the  simple 
statement  that  when  the   colonel  and  his  brother 
officials  met   for  meals,  they  always  kept  their  re- 
volvers    on    the    table    in    front    of    them!      Dr 
Hmd   and    his    wife    were    most    hospitable    and 
interestmg  people.     A  few  days  after  we  left  them 
they  wcui  out  on  a  sporting  expedition,  taking  only 
a  small  company  of  servants  and  carriers,  carryini 
their  water  supplies  as  well  as  food,  and  moving 
nght  away  from   the   river.     In   three   days   they 
^w  no  fewer  than  thirty  lions.     Quite  clearly,  after 

^thr«  f     T^'.  ""^  ""^'^  ^^  *'^^^''  ^^  »»«d  been 
within  a  few  days'  march  of  the  finest  sport  of  its 

kind  m  the  world_so  near  and  yet  so  far.    I  suppose 

Iro^hL     '  *'** '  "'^^  "^*  *^  «^^  '^  '^'^  *«  -y 

Mw    Hind  was  a  very  versatile  lady-by  the 
way,  the  woman  who  is  not  versatile  should  not 


I! 


192         Memories  of  Sixty  Years 

settle  in  the  outlying  parts  of  East  Africa— and 
she  had  made  some  interesting  experiments  with 
silkworms.  Her  object  was  to  find,  amid  the  varied 
flora  of  East  Africa,  an  effective  substitute  for 
mulberry  leaves,  and  at  the  time  of  my  visit  s.r 
thought  she  had  succeeded.  She  showed  i  ,  trav 
after  tray  of  fat  and  thriving  silkworms  th,  v .  re 
eating  the  !  ves  of  her  choice  and  would  pu  tativ 
yield  silk  oi  the  proper  quality.  I  never  licard 
whether  it  was  proved  that  this  silk  could  he  pro- 
duced on  a  commercial  basis. 

Dr.  Hind  was  a  very  keen  sportsman,  and  iiis 
duties  as  a  government  official  frequently  took  him 
away  from  Fort  Hall.  On  one  of  the  lirst  tours 
subsequent  to  our  departure  he  met  with  a  strange 
adventure.  The  work  he  had  set  out  to  do  was 
wellnigh  over,  and  he  was  on  the  homeward  road 
when  one  afternoon  he  encountered  and  killed  a 
huge  python,  fourteen  or  fifteen  feet  long.  Anxious 
to  keep  so  large  a  specimen,  he  had  it  dragged  a 
considerable  way  to  his  tent,  where  he  soon  went 
» to  bed  and  to  sleep.  On  the  following  morning 
he  struck  camp,  sent  the  "  safari  "  on  aiiead  to 
Fort  Hall,  and  rode  alone  to  complete  a  piece  of 
inspection.  Then  he  returned  home  and  was  met 
by  his  wife. 

"  Have  you  seen  my  snake  ?  "    he  asked  her. 

"  You  mean  snakes,"  Mrs.  Hind  replied. 

"  No,"  he  said,  "  there  was  only  one." 

"  There  are  two  monsters,"  Mrs.  Hind  assured 
him,  and  the  doctor  called  at  once  for  the  iiead 
man,  who  told  him  that  when  they  came  to  take 
the  tent  down  in  the  morning  they  had  found  the 
other  huge  python  coiled  up  under  the  bed,  and 
had  k3lled  and  brought  it  home.    Clearly  there  had 
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been  two  of  them,  probably  male  and  female,  in 
the  neighbourhood,  and  the  second  had  followed 
the  dead  body  of  the  first,  and  gone  to  sleep  by 
It  m  the  tent.  I  don  t  suppose  Dr.  Hind  would  ask 
for  a  more  disagreeable  adventure  than  this,  unless 
.:;  belongs  to  the  class  that  loves  danger  for  its  own 

u  ^r  T  ™^"^^^^  «f  that  class,  too,  who 
would  rather  face  lion,  tiger,  or  rhinoceros  than  a 
python  or  any  other  dangerous  snake.  The  horror 
that  tlie  snake  mspires  has  yet  to  be  analysed 

On  our  way  back  to  Fort  Hall  wc  stayed  at  the 
next  fort  en  route.      Camped  outside  it  we  found  a 
well-known  Austnan  sportsman.  Count  Hoyos,  and 
bs  nephew.    The  nephew  was  not  good  to'^lok  "t 
ust  then,  and  his  pride  had  suffered  a  bad  faU 
It  seems  that  the  political  officer  at  the  fort    an 
Irishman  named  Nelligan,  was  full  to  the  brim  of 
the  h,gli  spirits   of   his   race.     Dining   with    cTunt 
Hoyos  and  anxious  to  relieve  the  proceedings  f^om 
any  eharge  of  formahty,   he  had,  with  great     kilT 
stood  upon  his  head  in  the  middle  of  the  dinn  "- 
table  without  breaking  a  glass  or  even  disturb 
the  d,shes.    This  was  too  much  for  the  Lpl  el   who 

Sir's'  '^  "ri'  '"'P  ^*'  ^^  o^tdoT^V  an 
Miman.    So    on    the    night    before    our    arrival 

r   0    tt  T^Tl'-  ^"^  '^''  P^^^^^'^^r  had  lost 
Snd?        skm  of  his  nose.    Who  can  beat  old 

Part  ot-Th  %  T^  *'"''^"^"   '^""'y  «t  this  place. 
,        J.         8  a  cnaingang    ot    a  dozen   was    sent 
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to  the  river  to  fetch  water.  The  unfortunate  men 
disturbed  a  rhinoceros,  and  it  changed  down  upon 
them.  There  was  no  escape,  and,  to  make  matters 
as  bad  as  they  could  be,  one  of  the  heavy  metal 
links  of  the  ohain  caught  in  the  horn  of  the 
monstrous  beast,  which  tore  away  into  the  prairie, 
dragging  with  it  the  burden  of  broken,  helpless  men. 
Nothing  was  seen  of  them,  though,  of  course,  search 
parties  were  organised  as  soon  as  the  tragic  story 
was  known.  It  is  impossible  for  any  man  who  knows 
East  Africa  and  the  natural  savagery  of  an  incensed 
and  frightened  rhino  to  recall  this  tcrril^h  episode 
without  a  shudder.  I  suppose  and  believe  tliat  the 
story  was  true. 

It  was  from  Fort  Hall  that  I  made  perliaps  the 
most  interesting  trip  of  my  East  Afriean  journey. 
This  was  to  the  Embu  country,  two  or  three  days' 
march  from  the  foothills  of  IVIount  Kenia.    I  went 
with  a  young  political  officer  named  Home,  who  had 
a  good  knowledge  of  the  country,  the  people  and 
their  language.     There  is  a  Government  Station  at 
Embu.     I   was   particularly   struck   by  the  quality 
of  the  soil  en  route.     It  was  very  deep,  of  the  colour 
of  dark  chocolate,  was  almost  intensively  cultivated, 
and  highly  productive.     I  never  saw  in  East  Afriea 
anything  that  could  compare  with  it.    The  country- 
side apparency  was  very  friendly.     We  found  at  one 
place  that  the  chiefs  had  had  the  ground  prepared 
for  our  camp  by  burning  the  long  grass,  and  when 
early  in  the  afternoon  the  tents  were  pitched,  more 
than  a  thousand  people  must  have  come  round  to 
inspect  them  and  us.     As  a  further  mark  of  friend- 
liness and  approval  some  brought  us  gifts,  sugar 
cane  and  bananas,  which  were  piled  up  in  an  ever 
increasing  mound  in  front  of  my  tent.     Finally  ar 
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to  the  river  to  fetch  water.     The  u  • 
(iisttiFb<*''  a  rhmiwcras,  aiul  it  cbafii' 
^  them.      ThJ-rc  hus  no  tst-apt',  and.  t 
a>   hati   a<,  tluy  t'oiiid   ))C,   one  of  t- 
]inks    'tj'  ^he    cham    cau):fht     u*    ': 
monHtivjus   beast,  which  tore  awn 
dra«r:;'ir!g   svil'!.-  ii  Hh- burden  of  hr 
Ks^itljing  was  sr-tM  oF  Ihf/ii.  !'••■■!■ 

kno'tti,.    It  is  irapuf-siblf  for  aisv 
/     E«.j.t  Afn<;a  and  tlu-  imturai  H!;s 
find    fr»ghtcrti-d    !iuf:'>    t«>  '' 

VvlthOUt    :l   sUudd    '        ■>     -■  •     • 
Hh'>rv  Was  tVU-  . 

rt  was  fry!n  F-ift:   rlnll  that   ? 


i..: 


with  «■         .     ■  .       • 

tlif  iv  langujigC:     Th*'!'-   i     ^  > 
F.?v\b';i.     i    WH^   psrlicsilavi' 
of  t!i'.'  6xyX  en  t<<i;t<^'.     It  vvr 
of  dark  chocolut' ,  Wi^s  a!av»^' 
and  highly  prod^^div^.     I 
anvthini!;  ihat  ?'oa!d  cor.j 
■sid*-  ;ipr»;'r?5i"flv'  uHs  vrn'  '" 
place   tl!«t  thf  rhr-is  hfid   -   • 
for  (,ut  carnp  Uy  bun. 
tarly  in  tfu-  ^itprsioor 
than  a  f!>ous;uud  p'<>| 
h^spect  th'nit  aud  us. 
line&i  jukJ   apprtwal   ^"nr? 
oA5\e  .H.nd  bauanns,  n'r-ch  ^'^ 
increa-sma  monnd  »a 
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ox  was  brought  for  the  camp  men.  and  I  was  told 
that  I  was  to  kill  It  for  them.  Fortunately  it  was 
considered   sufficient   for    me   to   drop   the   animal 

of  thanks  to  the  people,  and  to  assure  them  of  mv 
mtention.  on  returning  to  England,  to  tell  His  Majesty 

n'.K  T  T^  ^T^*^  ^^  ^''  ^"^bu  subjects,  and 
of  all  the  kindness  they  had  shown  us.  Nothing  couW 
have  been  more  pleasant  than  the  surroundings 
and  the  prospects.  ui.uuigs 

Next  day  five  of  us.  accompanied  by  a  dozen 
Askans.  rode  on  towards  the  upper  slopes  of  Moun? 
Kenia  and  discovered,  at  a  height  of  between  five  and 
SIX  thousand  feet,  great  masses  of  timber  cedir  and 
podocarpus  chiefly,  such  as  we  had  hoped  to  find 
and  dreamed  of  finding.     The  forest  seemed  to  encircle 

L     W   Tu^r-  ''  ^^^  ^™P«««ible  to  gauge  is 
area.    We  pitched  our  camp  and  found  ouLlves  to 

ZlwT'^r'  TTf^'  ^^  groups  Tfto'ti: 
natives.    The  people  had  seemed  unfriendly  in  the 

kigh.    So  we  rTt™L^  >U-feeling  ,t  was  running 

lined    afer^riTfhrh/P'-  *"''  '^'^'J''  ^"^  ^- 
rami)  wasTT.      ,,         ^^  "'^  "»*  done  so  our 

«d  tXlt*  ^T  '"^''"'-    ^'i™  Europeans 
played  fe  **:r<Tjo  ""ft  or  might  not  have 
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I  cannot  think  our  visit  was  the  true  cause  of  the 
disturbance,  for,  as  time  went  on,  the  hillnun  went 
from  bad  to  worse,  until  the  patience  of  the  (lovcm- 
ment  became  exhiusted,  and  a  punitive  column  re- 
stored the  whole  mountain  side  to  decency,  sobriety 
and  repentance. 

When  we  returned  to  Fort  Hall  from  the  Embu 
country  we  learned  that  Dr.  and  Mrs.  Hind  hul  gone 
with  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Cyril  Ward  on  a  s^  orting  ex- 
pedition along  the  Tana  River.  We  followed  on,  but 
could  not  got  within  a  day's  march  of  them.  Wirn 
we  had  gained  the  river  we  pitched  camp  there, 
and  crossed  the  Tana  on  the  following  morning  in 
search  of  buffalo.  I  should  say  that  the  rinderpest 
had  played  havoc  with  the  herds  some  i\  w  years 
before,  and  it  was  due  to  the  game  laws  and  to  the 
careful  work  of  rangers  that  the  remnant  had  been 
sheltered  and  preserved.  At  the  time  of  our  visit 
the  Tana  River  herds  were  beginning  to  bulic  a 
bit,  and  the  buffalo  had  recovered  their  stn  ngtii  and 
numbers. 

On  approaching  the  likely  country  our  little 
party  split  up.  Frewen  and  my  brother  ^vcnt  right 
away  from  the  river,  Patterson  and  I  ktpt  Avithin 
about  a  mile  of  the  banks.  We  moved  r.',i,tly  and 
cautiously  forsvard,  and  were  presently  rewarded 
by  a  glimpse  of  a  herd  of  buffalo  apparently  about 
200  in  number.  A  few  were  standing,  but  the  great 
majority  were  lying  down  on  the  grass.  \\c  started 
our  stalk,  applying  some  of  the  old  and  wcU-lcarned 
lessons  of  the  Highland  days,  but  before  Ave  could 
get  within  shot  the  herd  was  up,  not  alarmed,  but 
disturbed  without  any  cause  known  even  to  its 
leaders.  The  ungainly  company  moved  slowly 
towards  a  belt  of  thick  bush  not  far  from  the  river. 
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We  followed  as  mpidly  as  was  consistent  with  due 
,    care,  and  more  than  once  we  saw  close  to  ,..  in  ? k 

V  bushes  the  l^oad  back  of  some  of  tl::^:s^  nW 
,  few  yaids  off.  or  heard  the  tranquil  grunthigtha? 
spoke  of  contentment  and  the  full  sense  of  efuritv 
Then,  on  a  sudden,  a  waterbuek  Ivina  in  .^''""^y- 
on  the  track  the  herd  was  foLSf  "ook  fS 
jumped  up  and  bolted,  and  this  simple  cau^e  nZf^ 

LlTt  *''  ^"f ^  '^''-  ^^  -ba'iirrstXrs' 
methods  then,  and  raced  after  our  quarry  tearing 
through  every  obstacle  as  it  came    mJi  * 

that  the  African  bush  was  not  set  uLl  7"^  ""I 
treatment.  However,  we  arrKed  a  l?ttl.  T^. 
breath,  at  one  end  of  a  large  clearing  i^^the7eLb 
just  as  the  herd  was  passing  out  at  the  oJher  end' 
I  managed  to  spot  a  very  fine  bull,  and  both  PaSr* 
son  and  I  contrived  to  hit  him.  Tl^res  of  2 
buffalo  vanished  out  of  siffht  an,'  h.    -  .  ?,     "^ 

wounded  bull   took    up  "Ss%?s^tit"rder'::\*'^ 
some  300  yards  away.     I  wanted  toL  tnT  "^^ 

the  open,  but  Patterson  Xeetd  ?1  h  fT^ 
bull  would  see  me  and  chaige  So  t  LT^^  '^' 
n)m  >vj.ere  I  stood,  with  noT^re  effcet  than'K 
the  bull  moved  off.  and  then  we  were  fri  f  ?  n^* 
and  did  so.  sometimes  heariVhim  onlv Tf  . ^"^5' 
ahead  of  us ;  but  the  thick  bush  Zi  ""  ^^'^' 
befriended  him  now.  and  he  got  clein  ^  !?  T." 
In  the  meantime  Frewen  and  mt  k  tf  ^'*- 
stalking  a  herd  of  about  Utad^an/Th"  "'"^ 
suddenly  joined  hv  »««*»,      u     t     '.  .        *"^'se  were 

the  timlX  plL^e  and  tH  -?•  ''-'^''  ^"^''''^  ^^ 
been  the  onrtharour1«hn\^!fu*'°"'  "^"^*  ^^^ 
The  whole  mixed  1         ^^  ^^^  ^"""  '"'^^^^^  over. 

the  one  I  Jd  at  ^otT"^'   "1*^  *^^  ^^^^P^^"  of 
Looking  Ko  t'  *     *^*y  untouched, 
l^ookmg  back  over  the  foregoing  passage  I  can 
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see  that  it  doesn't  exhibit  our  sporting  qualities  in 
R  very  favourable  light,  but  the  truth  must  be  told, 
and  I  have  often  thought  that  the  sportsmen  whose 
yams  never  hint  at  a  miss  or  a  mistake  have  deliber- 
ately forgotten  a  large  part  of  their  experiences. 
Those  of  us  who  have  shot  big  game  and  small  in 
three  continents  know  that  there  are  days  when  it 
is  hard  to  make  mistakes,  and  days  when  it  is  hard 
to  make  anything  else.  A  fair  picture  of  sporting 
days  must  not  ignore  the  disappointments. 

I  have  never  forgotten  my  pursuit  of  the  buffalo, 
nor  have  I  forgotten  the  rather  startling  experiences 
that  followed.  It  was  a  very  hot  dev,  and  during 
the  afternoon  I  cUmbed  the  highest  knoll  in  the  ncigii- 
bourhood  and  took  out  my  field-glasses  to  help  me 
to  recognise  certain  landmarks  that  would  guide 
us  back  to  the  Tana  River.  Under  the  first  tree 
I  examined  carefully  I  could  distinguish  a  rhinoceros 
taking  shelter  from  the  heat.  I  turned  to  another 
tree  and  saw  a  second  rhino,  to  a  third  and  saw 
another,  all  be  it  remembered  along  the  path  by 
which  we  should  have  to  return.  Remember,  too, 
I  was  overlooking  a  large  expanse  of  comparatively 
unsheltered  prairie  with  these  big  trees  growing 
haphazard  here  and  there.  I  began  to  count  steadily, 
and,  incredible  though  it  may  seem,  I  counted  no 
fewer  than  cight-and-twenty  rhinos  sheltering  under 
as  many  trees.  This  will  give  a  good  idea  of  the 
quahty  of  that  district  as  a  game  country.  An  hour 
or  so  later  as  we  were  making  our  way  home  we  saw 
the  very  fine  head  of  a  waterbuck  showing  through 
a  bush  some  distance  away.  Being  anxious  to  hag 
it,  I  left  Patterson  and  went  for\vard  slowly  and 
carefully  until  the  original  three  or  four  hundred  yards 
that  separated  mc  from  the  buck  had  been  dimin- 
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ished  by  at  least  two-thirds.  Then,  on  a  sudden, 
there  stalked  from  the  bushes,  not  sixty  yards  awav 
three  enormous  uncouth  shapes  of  strangest  red 
ochre  colour  They  were  three  rhinos  that  had 
sought  roLef  from  the  heat  by  wallowing  in  the 
red  clay  of  some  pool  instead  of  standing  under 
trees.  Tliere  was  very  little  cover,  but  I  >.  as  moving 
up  wind  so  that  they  could  not  scent  anything,  and 

Ihf  h       r"  '"k,    ^*  ^"*  *"  ^'^^'^'^K  moment. 
I  might  have  been  able  to  kill  one.  and  so  turn  the 

Tl        -"y  kilhng  Hmit  was  two.  and  that  was 

already  reached.     To  Imve   brought  down   another 

would  have  meant  a  heavy  fine.   On  the  other  hand 

Jf  I  was  seen  by  those  dull  eyes,  or  scented  by  those 

LnlT''  ''  r«^*  ^"  *  ^"«^  ««*»*•     I  squatted 
motionless,  and  quiet  as  a  mouse.     A  slight  sound 

pLTL^tr'  "'^^P^'  ^"  "^y  -r  told  meThat 
Fatterson  had  seen  my  danger,  and  wriggled  his  wav 

ac«,ss  to  share  it.  and  we  both  waited^breathlersly 

upon  events.    Tlie  rhinos  began  to  sniff  the  air  and 

satished  that  aU  was  well,  and  one  led  the  others 
gruntmg  back  into  the  bush. 

andTh."^'*  ^"^^  *"**  ^''^""  «"  ^^'  "ver  bank, 
was  provided  by  Frewen's  horse.     It  tumbled  into 

^olkcting  time  was  an  anxious  one,  for  the  Tana 
"ver.    It  ,s  pleasant  to  think  that  hard  work 
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all  over  the  Dark  Continent  is  enabling  us  at  last  to 
understand  the  nature  and  causes  of  many  disoascs 
which  till  a  few  years  ago  were  mere  niysttrics, 
deadly  and  nothing  more.  The  mosquito,  the  tsetse 
fly,  and  the  evils  they  bring  with  them,  Nvatcr  as 
a  source  of  pollution,  sleeping  sickness,  riiul(  rpcst, 
black  -  water  fever — all  these  troubles  aivd  many 
another  are  now  at  least  recognised  and  grappled 
with,  and  men  can  venture  into  the  wilds  to-day 
with  the  feeling  that  they  are  just  as  safi  as  they 
would  be  in  Pall  Mall,  and  that  they  arc  K  ndiiig  a 
far  more  interesting  life. 

On  our  way  to  Fort  Hall  my  villainous-looking 

half-bred    Arab    gun-bearer     quarrelled    ^vith    my 

brother's    man.      Both  were  the   worse   lor  drink, 

but  as  far  as  I  could  see  my  man  made  the  trouble, 

and  ended  by  chasing  his  colleague  round  the  camp 

with  a  large  and  eminently  practical-looking  knife. 

I  had  him  put  under  arrest,  he  was  tried,  sentenced  to 

a  short  term  of  imprisonment — a  month,  I  think— 

and  I  chanced  to  see  him  on  his  way  to  Fort  Hall 

in  chains,  as  I  was  going  down  to  Nairobi.   I  don't 

think  that  anyl^ody  has  ever  looked  at  inc  with  an 

approach  to  so  evil  an  expression.    It  was  a  sort  of 

volume  of  Hymns  of  Hate.     I   was  glad  to  think 

I  had  seen  the  last  of  him.     Some  little  time  later, 

when  1  was  staying   at    Mombasa  waiting  for  the 

homeward-bound    ship,     I    spent    a    night  at  the 

Treasurer's  house.    The  next  morning  was  very  hot, 

so   I   found   a   comfortable   chair  on  the  veranda, 

which  was  shady  and  raised  well  abovf  the  ground, 

with  a  flight  of  steps  leading  from  it  tlown  to  the 

garden.     I  had  a  book  and  was  scanning  the  pages 

rather  drowsily  when  1  heard  an  unfamiliar  sound. 

I'm  not  of  a  ner\'Ous  temperauicnt,  but  when  I  heard 
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that  range  "  pud.  pud,"  some  instinct  told  me  to 
br  on  "ly  guard,  and  at  once.  I  turned  round 
qiMckly.  and  there  behind  one  of  the  veranda's 
columns,  was  the  hideous  head  of  my  ex-gun-bearer 
glaring  at  me  with  all  imaginable  malice  and  ferocity 
had  no  weapon  but  I  hurled  at  his  head  the  book 
I  held  in  my  hand,  and  rushed  at  him  with  the  most 
startling  yell  I  could  improvise.  Whatever  his  ?n! 
tention,  he  did  not  wait  to  declare  it 

He  literaUy  tumbled  down  the  stairs  and  into 
the  bushes,  and  that  was  the  Inst  I  ever  saw  of  Wrn 
What  was  h^  object  and  how  did  he   manage  to 
travel  from  Fort  Hall  on  the  far  side  of  xfLw 
over  hundreds  of  miles  of  difficult  territory  to  reTch 
Mombasa   and    me  ?    I  have  often  wondered    and 
perhaps  it  is  as  well  that  I  shall  never  know      I 
think  I  was  rather  unfortunate  in  getting  such  n 
man.    Alwyne's  gun-bearer  was  ver^  relifble    anrf 
Pattei^n   had   an   exceUent   hunter^  a  '^^^^^^  TJ 
ellow  with  the  flattest  nose   and   lai^esnostril" 
Ivo  ever  seen.    I  remember  we  once  ^avo  Wm  an 
OS  inch  egg  to  blow,  which   we  had  picked   up    in 
^LTu        ^r'^^'  °^  ^'^  ^"^'^  ««  he  struggles 
:l;Uf  ^"   ""   ^'''-'^   -^  ludicrousZd 

of  L^pLTf*'-^''^  °''"  "*'  ^''«^''^y  «"^   byway 

venture.    The  r.rst  purpose  of  the  journey  was  to 
discover  in  British  East  Africa  some  toZi  Zillr 
Lh''  fT^   "^y    Canadian    acquJntenee     Mr 
th^fe.'^r   '^'^"^'^^  'y  ^^y  oftncessl'from 

one  of  thl  1         .   I       ^""^^  country  and  found 
one  of  the  largest  forests   in  British  East  Afri^, 
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a  forest  of  valuable  cedar  and  podoctxrpus,  hitherto 
unknown.  What  remained  then  but  to  turn  it  to 
profitable  account  ?  I  will  set  out  the  history  of 
the  negotiations. 

On  returning  to  England  I  reported  to  the  Colonial 
Secretary  (Lord  Elgin)  this  valuable  discovery  of 
timber  and  asked  for  a  concession.  I  was  told,  and 
I  think  rightly,  that  nothing  could  be  done  until  the 
Chief  Forester  to  the  Government  had  gone  up  and 
exammed  it.  That  functionary  is  resident  in  Cape 
Colony ;  the  Embu  country,  as  I  have  explained,  was 
not  a  white  man's  paradise  just  then.  Perhaps  in 
the  circumstances  it  was  not  surprising  that  we  had 
to  wait  a  year  to  learn  that  the  forest  had  been 
surveyed  and  was  estimated  to  cover  half  a  million 
acres,  and  to  be  worth  twenty  million  pounds! 
Forests  must  not  be  cut  down  recklessly,  they  are 
the  main  sources  of  water  attraction,  they  compel 
the  clouds  and  hold  the  moisture  left  with  them. 
So  when  the  Government  o*fered  us,  on  terms,  a 
concession  of  20  per  cent,  of  the  timber,  it  was 
careful  to  explain  that  this  meant  we  might  cut 
certain  trees  to  be  selected  by  a  Government  official 
in  every  acre.  No  single  acre  was  to  be  cut  down 
entirely.  In  return  for  this  concession  wc  were 
to  build  a  railway  from  Embu  to  the  main  line,  the 
cost  of  this  being  estimated  at  a  quarter  ol  a  milhon 
pounds.  Main-lme  timber  freights  were  impossibly 
high,  and  the  Government  duty  per  standard,  i.e. 
per  foot  of  timber,  was  considerable.  My  friends 
and  I  sat  repeatedly  in  London  to  discuss  the 
whole  proposition  in  its  financial  bearings,  and 
though  the  nominal  value  of  the  concession  was 
four  miUion  pounds,  and  doubtless  the  Govtrnmcnt 
would  have  extended  it  if  we  had  developed  and 
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replanted  and  borne  in  sight  the  essential  necessities 
of  the  country  we  were  working  in,  the  initial  outlay, 
freights,   and    subsequent   taxation   were   so   great 
that  it  was  found  impossible  to  form  a  company  to 
finance  the  undertaking.    I  don't  think  the  Colonial 
Office  took   into   sufBcient   consideration   the   fact 
that  we  were  to  be  the  pioneers  of  industry,  running 
the  risks  and  making  the  market.    The  curious,  if 
there  are  any,  and  those  who  have  the  idea  that 
a  Government  concession  to-day  has  something  of 
the  nature  of  the  old   monopolies  given  by  kings 
to  their  favourites,  may  be  referred  to  the  White 
Book  that  was  issued  dealmg  with  the  cedar  and 
podocarpus  forests  round  the  slopes  of  Mount  Kenia.* 
To  the  best  of  my  belief  the  concession  is  still  waiting 
for  its  capitalist;  perhaps  after  the  war  the  Colonial 
Office  will  lower  its  proud  looks,  and  for  the  rest 
some  of  the  trees  are  a  little  nearer  maturity,  and 
others  a  little  farther  past  it  than  they  were.    I 
suppose  we  were  all  more  or  less  disappointed,  but 
I  do  not  present  any   serious   complaint.    If  the 
Government's  attitude  was  unbusinesslike,  the  loss 
wiU  faU  upon  British  East  Africa;  if  our  attitude 
was  in  any  aspect  unreasonable,  we  realised  nothing 
by  It  and  so  no  harm  was  done.     There  remain  to 
us  all  the  recollections  of  a  trip  that  was  of  amazing 
interest,  of  much  sport  that  was  as  good  as  it  could 
possibly  be,  of  sights  one  is  glad  to  have  seen,  and 
incidents  that  arc  pleasant  to  remember.     Whatever 
there  may  have  been  of  danger,  anxiety,  or  fatigue 
IS  as  dust  in  the  balance  against  these  things.     There 
IS  an  Arab  aphorism  to  the  effect  that  travel  experi- 
ence IS  what  we  collect  while  we  are  young,  to  enjoy 

KP„*if°!°"»  '^•^P"t»-Ml»cellaDcoui.  No.  41.    Report  on  the  Forcts  d 
Kfnia,  by  Mr.  D.  E.  Hutchlns  (Cd.  3561.  2|d.,  1907X 
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when  we  are  old  enough  to  become  the  servants  of 
wind  and  weather.    So,  as  I  write  on  a  dark  winter's 
afternoon  at  Easton  before  a  cheerful  log  fire  in  the 
library,  I  recall  the  unending  sunshine,  the  gorgeous 
panoramas,  the  vision  of  Mount  Kenia  at  sunrise, 
the  rivers  and  waterfalls,  the  great  Victoria  Xyanza, 
to  mortal  eyes  an  ocean  in  itself,  and  many  another 
sight  not  to  be  forgotten  while   memory  lives.  I 
hear  the  roaring  of  hons  and  the  grunting  of  buffalo, 
and  the  thunderous  charge  of  rhino,  and  all  the 
sounds  and  scents  and  sights  of  the  jungle  seem  to 
be  gathered  within  the  compass  of  one  very  quiet 
room.     And  I  know  that  the  disappointments  on 
the  material  side  do  not  matter  in    the  least,  the 
adventure  was  worth  what  it    cost,    and  I  would 
follow  the  fellow  of  it  to-morrow,  if  the  Old  Man 
with  the  Scythe  had  not  told  me  kindly  Vf  t  firmly 
that  my   allotted   time    for    travel    into    uneharted 
lands  has   been  spent.      So  I  am   content  to  say 
"  Cedo  junioribus." 
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when  we  are  old  euough  to  become  tk' 
wind  and  weather.     So,  tis  I  write  on  a  ■* 
afternoon  at  Easton  before  a  oheerfii! 
library.  I  recall  the  unending  sunshin 
panorArnus',  the  vision  of  Mount  K<-; 
the  rivers  And  v/aterfaUs,  the  great  Vu 
to  mortal  eyes  an  ocean  in  itsielf,  hju' 
?;guf    not   to   h:    forgotten   v>;'hile    • 
}iiar  the  roaring  of  hons  and  tlie  gi 
and   the   thnndennss   ch^irgo    of  r': 
sounds  and  scents  a"nd  sights  of  i 
be   gathered    rviihui  the  compiss  •  ;   "■ 
room.    'Aiid  I  know   thiit  "the   »{">:, 
the   materiai   sidr  tio   no^   ni-.*    i 
ndventJirc    %va.s   v.ortu   Mhrjt    it 
loilow  (^   ■   ff  Hoiv    of   it    to-morrov, 
with   ih^  iktytnt    h.'id  .eoi    told   in- 
tltat  tfij^    «*l-.5tf.(!    tinu'    lor    tnu   ; 
Uimis   has    be«'n    spent.      So   I    an 
"  Cedo  junior it'its." 
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CHAPTER  XII 

LORD-LIEUTENANT  OF  ESSEX  AND  MAYOR  OF  WARWICK  : 
SOME  ASPECTS   OF  RURAL  UFE 

IN  1901  Lord  Rayleigh,  the  hard-working,  greatly 
gifted,  and  popular  Lord-Lieutenant  of  Essex, 
resigned  his  office  in  order  that  he  might  be  able 
to  give  more  time  to  scientific  work.    The  appoint- 
ment is  in  the  gift  of  the  Crown,  and  is  generally 
made  on  party  grounds.     Needless,  perhaps,  to  say, 
I  did  not  ask  for  the  vacant  office,   but  when  I 
received  a  very  friendly  letter  from  Lord  Salisbury 
offering  it  to  me  I  decided,  after  a  little  reflection. 
to  accept.    There  was  some  slight  opposition  to  my 
appointment ;   one   Essex  gentleman  wrote  a  letter 
to  The  Times  to  protest  against  the  Ueutenancy  being 
given  to  one  who  was  not  a  native  of  the  county. 
This  was  a  valid  objection  enough  if  birthplace  is 
to  be  taken  mto  consideration,  but  I  could  claim 
that  I  had  Uved  in  Essex  for  the  greater  part  of 
twenty  years,  and  was  actively  concerned  in  helping 
to  administer  one  of  the  largest  estates  in  the  county 
Moreover,  I  had  married  into  one  of  the  oldest  of 
the  county  families.    Perhaps  the  fear,  if  any,  was 
that,  as  the  lieutenancy  is  a  party  appointment,  I 
should  seek  to  make  it  a  party  office.    I  think  that 
all  uneasiness  on  this   score   was   ill-founded.    Mv 
activity  in  the  world  of  party  politics  ceased  shortly 
before  my  father  died  and  I  had  left  the  House  of 
Commons.    As   I  write,   some   sixteen  years   have 
passed  since  I  became  Lord-Lieutenant,  and  in  that 
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time  I  have  never  appeared  upon  a  public  part 
platform,  have  never  subscribed  to  party  fundi 
and  in  recommending  names  to  the  Lord  Chaiicdloi 
before  Advisory  Committees  were  established  to  aii 
the  Lord-Lieutenant,  I  always  endeavoured  \vithou 
reference  to  party  to  recommend  the  best  men. 

The  question  of  appointments  to  the  Bench  i 
always  an  interesting  one  to  the  man  who  lives  ii 
the  country,  and  a  seat  on  the  Bench  is  eagerly  sough 
for.  Down  to  a  few  years  ago  there  was  a  qiialifica 
tion,  the  possession  of  a  certain  income  from  land 
and  it  was  perhaps  wise  that  there  should  be  a  changi 
on  broader  lines,  for  the  old  rule  filled  the  Bencl 
with  men  who  belonged  to  one  class.  My  ex 
periences  on  the  Bench  and  at  Quarter  Sessions  have 
not  been  large;  my  residence  in  various  parts  ol 
the  country  and  varied  occupations  have,  to  mj 
regret,  kept  me  away ;  nor  have  I  cared  to  take  pari 
in  the  enforcement  of  penalties  even  though  thcj 
be  light  ones.  But  I  do  not  think  I  have  encountered 
the  mixture  of  brutality,  stupidity,  and  pighcadedness 
that  is  supposed  to  be  foimd  on  the  Bench.  In  the 
long  run  the  abolition  of  the  property  qualification 
is,  I  think,  working  well ;  all  classes  arc  concerned 
to  uphold  the  law,  and  consequently  all  classes 
should  be  represented.  There  is  always  a  com- 
petent Clerk  to  the  Magistrates  to  advise  them  as 
to  the  maximum  and  minimum  penalty  of  a  proved 
offence.  I'm  afraid  my  own  tendency  in  the  very 
great  majority  of  cases  would  be  to  give  the  offender 
another  chance. 

For  very  many  years  the  Petty  Sessional  Bench 
seemed  likely  to  be  swamped  by  politicians,  and  I 
resisted  the  tendency,  so  far  as  Essex  is  concerned, 
to  the  best  of  my  ability.    The  party  in  power,  or 
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rather  the  successful  candidates  for  the  county 
divisions,  sometimes  sought  to  revrard  their  local 
supporters  by  bringing  pressure  to  bear  upon  the 
Lord-Lieutenant.  They  would  submit,  for  nomina- 
tion to  the  Bench,  men  whose  principal  qualification 
was  service  to  the  member  or  the  party,  without 
considering  whether  a  partisan  is  necessarily  a 
man  of  sound  intelligence,  balanced  judgment,  and 
kindly  instincts. 

At  last,  these  proceedings  reached  such  dimen- 
sions throughout  the  country  that  Lord  Chancellor 
Lorebum  appointed  a  committee  to  [inquire  into  the 
whole  principle  of  appointments  to  the  Bench.    Its 
report  was    a   strong   condemnation   of   the   then 
existing  procedure,  and  laid  down  in  most  outspoken 
fashion  the  axiom   that   politics   have   no   proper 
place  in  these  appointments,  and  that  no  Member 
of  Parliament    should    write   to  Lords  -  Lieutenant 
inviting  support  of  their  nominees.    Advisory  Com- 
mittees are  now  appointed  in  every  county  to  assist 
the  Lord-Lieutenant.     At  first  I  was  not  disposed 
to  regard  these  committees  as  a  necessity,  but  ex- 
perience has  shown  me  that  they  work  quite  smoothly, 
and  that  being  recruited  from  the  best  elements  of 
the  county  they  are  bound  to  be  of  great  assistance 
to  the  Lord-Lieutenant,  who  cannot  hope  to  know 
the  most  eligible  men  in  every  district.    I  am  not 
going  to  say  that  I  have  not  met  cases  in  which 
a  determined  effort  has  been   made  by  politicians 
to  mfluence  the  committees,  either  directly  by  applica- 
tion, or  obliquely  by  trying  to  get  some  supporter 
or  supporters  elected  to  them,  but  it  is  good  to  be 
able  to  say  that  the  tendency  of  Advisory  Com- 
mittees ,s  to  resist  influences  of  this  kind.     Before 
appointments  are  made  it  is  customary  to  ask  the 
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Chairman  of  the  Bench  if  he  desires  the  siniccs 
of  more  justices ;  in  some  districts  the  court  would 
not  be  able  comfortably  to  accommodate  nil  who 
have  a  right  to  sit  if  they  put  in  an  appearance 
at  one  and  the  same  time. 

In  1901,  when  I  first  took  over  the  arrangements 
connected  with  the  administration  of  justiee  for  the 
County,  the  Bench  throughout  England  was  largily 
filled  with  Unionists,  but  when  the  Liberals  canic 
into  power  I  held  it  my  duty,  though  a  Conscr\  ativp, 
to  set  the  balance  right  as  far  as  possible  when  eon- 
sidering  the  claims  of  men  equally  eligible.  The  diffi- 
culty to  be  faced  lay  in  the  fact  that  most  nun  of 
leisure  were  Unionists,  and  the  appointment  of  nun 
who  lack  the  leisure  to  fulfil  their  judieial  duties 
serves  no  purpose  at  all.  It  is,  of  course,  in  the 
best  interests  of  the  country  that  politieal  opinions 
should  be  disregarded,  and  that  the  political  views 
of  any  candidates  should  be  ignored  as  a  matter  of 
no  importance.  The  modern  tendency  is  in  the 
right  direction,  but  it  would  be  idle  to  overlook  the 
influences  that  were  sometimes  at  work  even  after 
the  war  started  to  make  the  party  caucus  as  powerful 
in  the  country  as  in  the  towns. 

Surveying  my  experience  of  country  jiffairs  over 
a  long  term  of  years,  I  find  it  is  not  easy  to  be  an 
optimist.  The  burdens  of  the  country  must,  of  course, 
be  carried  upon  the  shoulders  of  the  tax-payer, 
but  the  adjustment  of  the  burden  leaMs  much  to 
be  desired.  Abuses  thrive,  and  the  lack  <»f  a  united 
pubUc  opinion  makes  it  impossible  to  eiieck  them. 
The  interests  of  the  towns  play  ha^oc  with  the 
country,  and  certain  national  interests  suffer.  Take, 
for  example,  the  pollution  of  rivers.  In  the  old  days 
England  was  a  ctountry  of  clear,  shining  streams, 
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full  of  flih,  many  of  them  fit  to  cat  and  worth  catinir 
To-day  some   of  the   famous    rivers   are   noS 
beyond  the  point  whieh  even  the  coa«::t  ittt 
endure.    The  Avon   m   my    boyhood   flowed   eC 
and  clear  past  the  Castle  at  Warwick;  one  ^w  thS 
great  fish  m  shoals.    To-day  the  Avon  is  Xn  a 
noisome  offence,  the  manufacturing  towns  above  me 
poison  the   nver  by   night   and   day,   and  thnnah 
there  s  authority  to  check  them,  it  is^rL^^^d 
The  stream  runs  turbid,  most  of  the  fish  have  !^f 
appeared.    But   while   the   powe«   that   be   adm  t" 

la^d.  to  abandon  Trentham.  h;:taut  ul'^^c  '^^^^ 
the  nver,  to  ruin.     It  w«h  ««   i^  ^         **" 

jive  the.  without  ^^^IZZ'^^St^" 
hapetas  to  try  to  rtave  off  the  dwger     N«r'  fL7 
the  CWmer  overflow,  it.  neglecSS  banto,  vi?  K 
W  aooclbg  the   ro«l.,   wfterl^ng    the    W^ 
^«ta«  ..done;  the  matter  «eT  ^  mt  ^k 
Distnct  and  County  Councils    «n^  «  -^i:       ,        ^" 
toy.   These  inrtanLl^rbe  „„Sd  th""  !? 
™t  the  le^  ^  b„X  o?  Eng  A    *r'"L"*  •; 
the  ehim  of  commerce,  but  why  S^h^  n.     ^ 

river  tteo^ht  ™t  ^     'f  T  '"  *="«'«'«'  « 

-Arp-S^ioT^^the""*  the  tax.eol,eet„,  turn.. 

'»».Und~e°ti*J,"r^'"™«  a"  income 
0  ™vi«D,e.    Turning  over  a  boolc  of 
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accounts  the  other  day  I  was  a  little    start li»l  t 

find  that  in  the  past  thirty  years  my  own  in«l  m 

wife's  estates  have  swallowed  nearly  £300,000  undi 

the    single    heading    of    "improvements."    Add  t 

that    perennial  burden  land-tax,   rate,  titlu,  poor 

rate,    water-rate,    iiicome   tax,    super-tax,   and  th 

rest*  and  see  how  land  carrying  such  burch  ns  con 

pares    with    the    corn-bearing  countries  of  Canad 

and  Australia.     If  the  outlook  is  bad  for  tlu  lane 

lords  it  is  hardly  promising  for  the  peopK  of  this 

islands  to  whom  cheap  food  is  a  necessary.    I  do  nc 

write    in   any    spirit    of   complaint;     my   pirsoni 

grievances  with  life  are  very  few  ;   but  I  cannot  lid 

seeing  the  danger  of  following  the  line  of  h  a:;t  nsisi 

ancc  in  the  raising  of  revenue,  and  I  bditvi  tlis 

t.ie  burden  on  the  land  is  greater  than  it  can  bcj 

if  good  food  and  cheap  is  the  first  considtratioi 

On   the   top   of  this   economic   trouble   eonics  tli 

demand  for  increase  of  wages  ;  this,  in   my  opinioi 

is  quite  right,  but  it  all  tends  to  inercasi-  the  cos 

of  production. 

I  have  often  been  ask.  I  by  friends  \\li<»sc  knov 
ledge  of  municipal  affairs  is  of  the  slightest  vhat 
had  to  do  as  Mayor  of  Warwick.  The  idea  of 
small  country  town  as  a  centre  of  nuieli  liard  voi 
and  constant  activity  is  one  which  th<  y  could  n( 
grasp.  The  average  member  of  the  eonmnuuty  hi 
no  definite  idea  of  the  business  earrii  d  on  in  t 
Town  Hall,  and  may  be  excused  if  lu  1)< li» v«s  tl 
place  has  just  what  ornament  the  architect  ga^ 
it  and  no  use  worth  mentioning.  \Var^^i(k  is  natu 
ally  a  type  of  all  the  English  boroughs,  and  tl 
work  of  the  town  is  carried  on  by  a  number  of  cor 
mittees.  Of  the  General  Purposes  Comnnttcc  tl 
mayor  is  chairman,  of  all  others  he  is  an  cx-oHic 
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mombcr.  Tlie  Council  has  one  monthly  mcctinir  and 
the  General  -^ses  Committee  another.  The  other 
committee.  ^«th  Horses  and  Highways,  Librar^ 

Old  Age  Pensions.  Buildings  and  Gardens.  fS 
Sewage  Farm,  Streets  and  Housing.  Before  alUhcsc 
committees  come  questions  that  must  be  decided 
m  the  geneml  mterests  of  the  community,  and  mc„ 
work  upon  them  year  in  year  out.  without  recZiSoS 
or  reward  for  the  benefit  of  their  fellow-towC^ 
We  owe  far  more  to  Borough  Councils  and  Comtv 
Councils  than  we  ever  know.  county 

I  remember   very    well    the    institution    of   the 
County  Councils  and  the  curious  feeling  of  alarm 
mong  country  gentlemen.     At  first  they  wercT 
uctant  to  come  forward  as  candidates,  being  qu'te 
certain  that  they  would  be  in  a  hopeless  ind  mpotent 
rmnon ty.    But  after  a  little  thought  man^oS 
themselves  for  election,  feeling  that  thev  had  th^^ 
part  to  play.    The   result   was   entirei;^  ^^^^^^^^^^^ 
Men  with  the  requisite  qualifications  werT  warm^v 
wdcomed   and  the  whole  trend  of  the  councils  w^ 
healthily  democratic.     The  time  had  certainly  mT 

^irt  ^findV^j '-'  -*--*«  ofVUu^T; 

1  "^*"  ^  "na  a  place  among  its  acknowIpri»»i 
^x^ntatives  and  though  m  l5>ndo„  thc^S^ 
Orn  may  have  been  stronilv  marked  in  tK,  P°""™ 

the  case  was  always  different.  ^^' 

clkZ^lL     t;  "?r  ^'*  respectable  paper,  the 

by  tradetnT'    ,,^     ^''^y^'"  °^  ^^r'^'   a  poulterer 

y  trade,  had  called  one  of  his  council  to  order' 
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and  in  the  white  heat  of  passion  that  gentleman  had 
arisen  and  declared,  so  said  the  report,  that  "he 
would  be  hanged  before  he  would  be  bullied  hy  an 
infernal  chicken  choker."  I  rejoice  to  think  that 
nobody  in  Warwick,  by  way  of  protest  against  nn 
ruling,  ever  called  me  a  "  salmon  slaughti i\x,"  a 
"  covert  cloarev,"  or  a  "  game  preserve  dcpopulator,"' 
or  anything  personal  like  that.  On  the  eontran, 
though  I  may  flatter  myself,  I  believe  they  vcrc 
as  sorry  to  part  with  me  in  November,  1016,  as  I 
was  to  part  with  them.  They  knew  that  I  was 
leaving  them  because  Father  Time  had  btcn  telHng 
me,  or,  rather,  telling  my  doctors  to  till  inc.  that 
the  period  had  arrived  when  I  must  no  longer  en- 
deavour to  play  an  active  part  in  one  county  while 
Uving  in  another  about  a  hundred  miUs  away.  It 
was  my  health,  rather  than  my  will,  '  at  consented 
to  leave  the  scene  of  so  much  pleasant  and,  I  hope, 

useful  activity. 

Much  has  been  done,  still  more  rcnianis  to  do, 
and  some  of  the  problems  before  the  councils  in  the 
years  following  the  war,  particularly  in  the  domain 
of  small  holdings,  land  settlement,  and  questions  ot 
education,  are  of  a  difficulty  that  only  those  whose 
lifelong  interest  has  been  with  agriculture  can 
understand.  The  solution  of  all  tl-se  questions 
will  not  come  in  my  time ;  I  can  but  hope  it  may 
be  a  wise  and  successful  one.  There  is  another  iwint 
that  may  perliaps  be  raised  here.  How  little  the 
State  acknowledges  years  of  valuable  service  and 
devotion  to  the  transaction  of  county  and  urban 
business  1  While  the  soldier,  sailor,  diplomat,  and 
politician  reap  their  substantial  rewards,  none  is 
ever  offered  to  those  who  carry  the  hca%y  burden 
of  municipal  responsibility  and  work. 


Some  Aspects  of  Rural  Life       213 

When  I  started  to  write  this  chapter  my  idea 
was  in  the  first  instance  to   deal  with  some  of  the 
aspects  of  country  hfe  that  find  no  historian,  and 
then  to  inquire  how  far  purely  country  affairs  are 
conducted  on  sound  and  intcUigcnt  lines.    I  consider 
that  the  countryside  and  the  country  and  county 
towns  attract  a  very  large  number  of  capable    in- 
dustrious    and    conscientious   men,   who  give  their 
time  their  thought,  and  their  labour  to  the  service 
of  the  interests  in  their  care.     The  weak  point  lies 
in  the  tendency  to  view  all  these  matters  in  a  local 
or  parochial  aspect,  to  be  unable  to  see  that  the 
rees  are  part  of  the  wood.    Sometimes  there  is  a 
tendency  to  waste  money  where  it  might  be  saved  : 
often  there  is  a  decided  unity  of  movement  to  avoid 
adefinite  expenditure  that  would  benefit  the  district. 
There  ,s  much  overlapping    of   authority;   County 
Council,  Borough  Council,  and  District  Council  may 
quarrel  oyer  the  responsibiUty  for  a  necessary  im- 

11  7**^^^«"Jd  'n^re  than  serve  to  accomplish 
he  work  m  dispute.  Mr.  H.  G.  Wells  has  called 
attention  to  a  case  in  Essex,  where  one  half  of  the 
mad  belongs  to  an  authority  that  carries  its  work 
out  efficiently  and  the  other  half  to  an  authority 
hat  cannot  or  will  not  do  as  well.  The  result  so 
far  as  the  road  and  those  who  use  it  are  concenled 

inmgs  possible  is  too  common  in  England      Rival 
utho„ties-of  course    they   should    not   be   ^Zs 
but  friends  and  fellow-workers-arc   jealous  one  of 
another,  they  have  a  local  rather  thin  a  „atbna 
consciousness,  and  there  is  not  any  direct  anoea 

mZ  ^  ''''?^''  v«  -  autLrtrLrwm 

them     carry  on      m  the  g(  neral  interest  of  the 
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country.  It  is  the  spirit  of  party  politics  expressing 
itself  in  another  medium,  of  all  manifestations  that 
are  not  actually  corrupt  the  one  most  to  be  dt  plorcd. 
Perhaps  the  lessons  of  this  war  will  reach  as  far  as 
the  small  governing  bodies  that  deal  with  every 
parish  in  England,  and  they  will  grasp  more  fully 
the  true  significance  of  their  function.  I  do  not  think 
this  is  as  trivial  a  matter  as  it  may  seem.  There 
is  an  ever-growing  tendency  on  the  part  of  the  rising 
generation  to  leave  the  healthy  countryside  and 
betake  itself  to  the  towns,  and  I  am  eonvinctd 
that  if  all  the  forces  that  have  rural  distriets  in 
their  keeping  would  unite  to  make  them  more  attrac- 
tive, they  would  do  something  to  retain  on  the  land 
those  whose  proper  vocation  lies  there.  All  my  life 
I  have  been  a  country  lover,  the  lure  of  the  eity  has 
hardly  existed  for  me,  and  I  have  been  puzzled  to 
understand  the  choice  of  those  who  voluntarily  seek 
the  town,  while  at  the  same  time  candour  eompels 
me  to  admit  that  if  rural  administration  were  asso- 
ciated with  a  wider  vision,  the  hard,  honest  work 
that  is  done  day  by  day  throughout  the  year  would 
show  better  results  and  meet  with  a  wider  response. 

I  do  not  claim  any  other  value  for  these  opinions 
than  may  attach  to  half  a  century's  close  association 
with  all  the  questions  they  concern,  an  association 
that  has  enabled  me  to  see  the  inner  working  of 
much  administrative  machinery,  and,  all  things 
considered,  an  extraordinary  high  level  of  honest 
endeavour  right  along  the  line.  Given  one  ideal 
to  direct  and  co-ordinate  all  the  efforts  now  being 
made  in  the  best  interests  of  the  State,  and  the 
greater  part  of  the  rural  problems  confronting  the 
country  and  demanding  prompt  solution  would  settle 
themselves.     Of  this  I  am  well  assured. 
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It  was  in  pursuance  of  the  idea  of  doing  what  I 
could  to  fulfil,  and  even  to  extend,  the  duties  imposed 
by  residence  m  the  country  that  I  accepted  the 
Mayoralty  of  Warwick,  an  office  I  relinquished  with 
regret  m  November,  1916,  on  the  advice  (as  I  have 
said)  of  my  doctor.     A   number  of  years   before 
when  I  was  for  the  first  time  Mayor  of  Warwick' 
Lord  Bute  had  already  been  Mayor  of  Cardiff   but* 
apart  from  him,  I  think  no  peer  had  held  the  office' 
When  the  invitation  came  I  accepted  it  after  a  con- 
sultation  with   my   friend.   Lord   Coventry,    whose 
judgment  is  always  sane  and  shrewd.     If  I  rightly 
remember.  Lord  Lonsdale  became  a  mayor  in  the 
same  year  that  I  did.    For  three  years  I  held  the 
office,  again  in  the  Coronation  year  of  King  Edward 
m.  and  again  in  1915.     I  don't  think  that  any 
of  my  brother  peers  have  done  as  much. 

A    curious    question     arose     once     during     mv 
Mayora  ty     There  was  a  parliamentary  contest  for 
Wartv'ick  Borough  and  Leamington,  and  the  Honour- 
able Alfred  Lyttelton  was  a  candidate.     We  had  a 
laixe  party  at  the  Castle  during  election  week,  in- 
ehidmg  both  Mr.  Asquith  and  Mr.  Balfour.    Now 
the  House  of  Commons  had  passed  a  resolution  that 
no  member  of  the  House  of  Lords  should  intervene 
in  a  parhamentary  election,  and,  as  Mayor  of  Warwick 
I  was  ex-officio  the  returning  officer.     The  responsi- 
bihties  of  the  position  are  not  inconsiderable,  extend- 
ing as  they  do  to  decision  in  the  matter  of  spoilt 
papers,  and  I  suppose  I  was  a  little  uneasy,  for  both 
01  my  distinguished  guests  assured  me  with  everv 
appearance  of  gravity,  and  I  think  after  dehberate 
oUu  lon,  that  they  would  hold   me  responsible  if 
the  election  went  against  their  party,  and  they  spoke 
of  the  terrible  size  of  penalties  that  the  law  could 
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enforce.  But  in  the  end  Mr.  Lyttelton  was  returned, 
and  my  decision  in  his  favour  was  never  questioned, 
I  should  like  to  know  how  far  a  decision  of  the  House 
of  Commons  can  bind  a  peer  who  wishes  to  take  part 
in  an  election.  I  beheve  myself  that  it  has  no  force 
of  any  kind  in  a  legal  sense. 

My  office  involved  much  entertaining,  and  more 
visitors  than  ever,  especially  Colonials,  to  the 
wonderful  old  Castle.  I  remember  one  Uinelieon 
party  in  a  marquee  with  small  tables.  I  forget 
the  particular  occasion,  but  near  me  was  one  of 
my  guests,  a  very  distinguished  and  picturesque 
old  Indian  chief  from  the  North-West  frontier.  My 
yomiger  son  Maynard,  then  quite  a  small  boy,  came 
playing  round  us,  and  the  old  chief  looked  from 
him  to  his  mother,  and  then  said  something  to 
mc  '.i  his  own  tongue.  I  asked  his  secretarj'  to 
tdtiislate.  "  His  Excellency  says,"  answered  the 
secretary,  "  that  when  the  tree  is  beautiful  the 
leaf  which  falls  from  it  is  also  lovely." 

I  admired  the  poetic  thought  of  the  old  chief. 
When  the  lunch  was  over  he  pushed  back  his 
chair,  bowed  to  me  with  superb  dignity,  and  said 
something  else.  I  hastened  to  ask  for  the  meaning 
of  the  latest  utterance,  determined  to  remember 
it,  and  let  my  friends  know  that  these  fine  old 
warriors  are  as  skilled  with  the  tongue  as  with  the 
sword.  "  His  Excellency,"  said  the  secretary,  "  hopes 
that  you  will  enjoy  a  long  life,  and  nc\  er  be  troubled 
by  skin  or  stomach  diseases." 


CHAPTER   XIII 

RANDOM  MEMORIES   OF   PEOPLE   AND"plACES 

ONE  of  the  great  sporting  domains  of  Scotland 
IS  Invercauld,  in  Aberdeenshire;    it  marches 
with  Balmoral.    I  remember  once,  when  I  was 
staying  with  Admiral  Beatty  at  Invercauld,  I  was 
trying  for  salmon  rather  late  in  the  season  in  the 
River  Dee.    I  fished  down  to  a  bridge  that  marks 
the  boundary  between  the  Invercauld  and  Balmoral 
waters,  and  I  was  practising  some  Spey  casting  of 
which  I  was  far   removed   from   the    mastery     I 
waded  out  at  last,  having  fished  to  the  bottom  of 
the  pool,  and  was  greeted  by  one  of  the  Balmoral 
keepers  who  did  not  know  me,  and  had  probably 
been  keepii^  a  careful  watch  over  my  movements 
to  see  I  did  not  trespass.    He  smiled  most  kindly 
as  he  remarked  for  my  encouragement :    "It  could 
na  ha  been  better  fushed  by  any  keeper." 

King  Edward,  to  whom  I  related  the'  incident, 
was  greatly  amused  to  hear  the  testimonial. 

fi,nf^'''"^u^*''^  ^""^^  '"y  Highland  days  I  think 
tfiat  Dunrobm  provided  the  most  beautiful  of  all 

L  nfT.!:'  them.  My  brother-in-law.  the  late 
m,  of  Sutherland,  had  not  only  done  much  to 
^prove  the   natural    beauties    of   the    place     but 

uZ'''rf.\''^'  ^P^^^"^^^'  ^^  --to  it  that 
his  guests  had  the  best  and  most  varied  sport.  He 
had  hunted  the  North  Staffordshire  Hounds  for 
years,  was  an  expert  with  shot-gun   or  rifle,  and 

217 


i 


■' 


■■I 

I 


hi 


l- 
i 


'i| 


218         Memories  of  Sixty  Years 

a  gifted  stalker.  He  administered  a  vast  domain, 
stretching  from  one  side  of  Scotland  to  the  other, 
and  must  be  admitted  to  have  handled  it  \vcll. 
The  sea  fishing  at  Dunrobin  was  particularly  good. 
We  used  to  go  out  in  a  big  boat  rowed  by  two  ancient 
fishermen,  who  wore  large  waterproof  aprons.  Tlicir 
first  task  was  to  set  a  sea  line  many  hundrid  yards 
in  length,  with  hooked  dropper  lints  baited  at 
intervals  with  slips  of  herring.  These  lines  ^vould  be 
out  twenty-four  hours,  and  then,  in  our  oldest 
clothes,  we  would  go  out  again  and  haul  in  great 
quantities  of  fish,  including  enormous  cougrr  eels. 
It  is  not  well  to  be  in  a  boat  with  too  many  iingry 
congers,  and  as  the  old  men  cut  the  drojiper  lines 
and  tumbled  the  catch  on  to  the  floor  of  tlie  boat 
I  found  myself  hoping  sometimes  that  \v(  should 
not  be  too  successful.  I  recall  one  day  ^vluIl  the 
late  Duke  of  WeUington,  my  son  Guy,  and  I  had 
to  sit  with  our  feet  well  under  us  on  the  scat,  \vhile 
some  fifteen  giant  congers  gnashed  their  t(( th  and 
writhed  below  us.  Fortunately  the  sea  \vas  like  a 
mill-pond. 

A  curious  incident  comes  back  to  me  as  I  write. 
There  was  a  house-party  at  Dunrobin,  and  among 
the  guests  was  Sir  Joseph  Fayrer,  of  Indiaii  Mutiny 
fame  and  a  great  authority  on  snakes.  lie  and  I, 
accompanied  by  his  servant,  went  about  a  mile  out 
to  sea,  and  followed  the  coast  line,  fishing  as  we 
went.  Sir  Joseph  had  hold  of  a  big  fish,  but  it 
broke  off  and  went  away  with  twenty  or  tliirty  yards 
of  his  hne.  This  was  a  pity,  but  did  not  elieck  sport, 
as  we  were  well  provided,  and  we  fished  with  varying 
success  for  several  hours.  As  we  were  coming  home 
Sir  Joseph's  servant  had  a  pull,  and  on  haidmg  up 
discovered  he  had  the  fish  we  had  lost  sonic  hours 
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before.  There  could  be  no  mistake,  for  it  had 
entangled  the  lost  line  in  the  new  one,  while  coming 
round  the  bait.  What  were  the  odds  against  such 
a  recapture  in  the  open  sea  ? 

I  was  often  a  guest  on  the  Duke's  splendid  steam 
yacht  Catania,  and  as  I  write  the  memory  of  one 
particularly  pleasant  trip  comes  back  to  me.  We 
started  from  Cowes,  and  went  up  the  East  Coast 
as  far  as  Queensferry,  where  my  host  and  the  Misses 
Chaplin,  his  nieces,  went  on  to  Dunrobin  by  train, 
and  I  went  along  in  the  yacht  up  the  coast  of  Scot- 
land, passing  Aberdeen  and  the  herring  fleet,  going 
roimd  the  North  and  as  far  as  Strome  Ferry  on  the 
West  Coast,  where  the  Duke  joined  me  again,  his 
train  being  signalled  as  we  dropped  anchor — a  won- 
derful piece  of  time-keeping  by  the  skipper.  We 
went  on  to  Loch  Inver,  a  most  beautiful  comer  of 
the  earth,  and  I  remember  a  deputation  was  waiting 
to  ask  my  brother-in-law  for  assistance  in  building 
yet  another  kirk  I  Loch  Inver  is  a  small  place 
enough,  but  there  were  five  religious  houses,  each 
looking  after  the  interests  of  a  different  denomina- 
tion. Was  it  not  Voltaire  who  said  that  Fingland 
bad  eighty  religions  and  only  one  sauce  ? 

The  beauty  of  the  wild  remote  Highland  country 
could  draw  me  as  nothing  else  would.  It  was  not 
only  the  sporting  side  that  appealed,  the  artist  in 
me  was  stirred  by  a  series  of  attractive  pictures, 
i  remember  a  charming  farm-house  that  I  rented 
from  rny  brother-in-law  near  Golspie.  No  more 
romantic  place  could  be  imagined,  and  yet,  when 
I  think  of  that  farm,  a  ridiculous  little  incident 
stands  out  in  my  mind  as  though  it  were  of  supreme 
importance.    I   had   been   compelled   to   leave   my 
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wife  and  children  for  a  few  days  and  proceed  t( 
London  on  business,  and  when  I  got  into  tl'e  trair 
for  the  North  I  carried  with  me  among  some  quitt 
good  cigars  one  of  special  excellence,  the-  Inst  of  i 
box  my  wife  had  given  me.  I  decided  to  have  il 
until  the  next  day  when  the  long  journey  \\o\M  h 
nearly  over,  so  that  I  might  be  propc rly  ((msolcd 
for  a  tedious,  soHtary  ride.  As  the  train  iippioachrd 
Dingwall  I  reckoned  there  was  just  time  to  smoke 
that  cigar  in  comfort,  so  I  took  it  from  my  case 
and  found  that  like  all  its  fellows  it  was  well  worth 
waiting  for.  I  had  been  in  a  coupe  by  niyscll 
throughout  the  journey,  but  at  DingAvall  a  precise 
and  elderly  gentleman  entered  and,  as  soon  as  the 
train  was  away,  remarked:  "Do  you  know,  sir, 
that  this  is  not  a  smoking  carriage  ?  "  I  apol«gise(l, 
looked  regretfully  at  my  beautiful  cigar  not  half 
smoked,  and  cast  through  the  window  as  (ino  a 
piece  of  Havana  tobacco  as  ever  fell  on  Scottish  soil. 
Perhaps  the  fragrance  or  my  evident  unhappincss 
moved  the  old  gentleman,  for  he  said  :  '"  I'm  sorr\ 
to  have  ended  your  pleasant  smoke,  but  tlie  fact  is 
I'm  going  to  visit  a  lady,  and  I  cannot  go  to  hei 
reeking  of  tobacco."  I  agreed,  a  little  sulkily  perhaps, 
that  this  was  quite  in  order.  When  he  reached 
Golspie  he  said  "  Good  day "  and  hurried  out,  while 
I  collected  my  luggage,  got  into  a  cab  and  drove  to 
our  farm.  On  arriving  there  the  butkr  told  me 
that  my  wife  was  not  very  well,  the  doctor  had 
been  sent  for,  and  was  with  her.  I  went  into  the 
drawing-room,  where  presently  the  doctor  joined 
me.  Needless  to  say  it  was  my  travelling  com 
panion,  and  the  trouble  is  that,  though  my  Nvifc  has 
never  cared  to  smoke,  she  rather  likes  the  aroma 
of  a  good  cigar,  and  had  claimed  the  assistance  ol 
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an  expert  in  selecting  this  particular  box  for  me. 
How  odd  that  while  Golspie  is  no  more  than  a  vague 
though  pleasant  memory,  and  the  host  of  incidents 
associated  with  our  stay  there  arc  forgotten,  I  can 
still  sec  the  prim  doctor  entering  the  carriage  at 
Dingwall  and  see  the  cigar  flung  on  to  the  permanent 
way,  because  the  gift  of  true  appreciation  or  recogni- 
tion of  superfine  tobacco  had  been  denied  him. 

When  at  Glenfeshie,  the  home  of  my  old  friend 
Sir  Charles  Mordaunt,  the  stags  began  to  roar  and 
seek  the  hinds,  while  the  days  shortened  and  grew 
boisterous,   presaging   wmter,    it   was  time   to   put 
the  rifles  away,   but  that  did   not   mean   the   end 
of  sport.    The  shot-gun,  never  heard  between  August 
and  October,  was  brought  out,  and  we  would  make 
some  attacks  upon   the   grouse,    still   in   fine   con- 
dition.   All   who   have    stalked    in    the   Highlands 
will  know  how  easy  it  is  to  lose  a  stag  because  some 
cock  grouse,  disturbed   by  the  stalker,   utters  his 
shrill  cry  and  warns  the  quarry.     Some  Highlanders 
tell  you  that  the  cry  of  the  cock  grouse  is  uttered 
in  Gaelic,  and  may  be  translated,  "  Who  goes  there  ? 
My  sword— my  sword  !  "    To  the  untrained  Southern 
ear  it  is  no  more  than   "  Beck-a-beck,  beck  !      Go 
back-go   back !  "     However  correct    or    incorrect 
the  translation   may  be,   there   is  no  doubt  about 
the  efficacy  of  the  cry  for  disturbing  the  red  deer, 
and  I'm  afraid  that  many  a  clutch  of  grouse  eggs 
IS  destroyed  by  stalkers  in  the  spring  of  the  year 
by  way  of  revenge  for  wasted  hours  in  the  season 
of  the  previous  summer.     We  were  content  to  use 
more  orthodox  means  to  get  at  the  grouse  as  best 
we  could,  but  there   were  many   difficulties.      The 
birds  were  too  wild  by  then  to  lie  in  the  heather 
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and  enable  dogs  to  work  them,  and  they  could  m 
be  driven  in  a  land  of  hills  and  gorg  s,  gUns,  ar 
conies  that  seem^J  to  have  no  definite  simpo  i 
wind  direction.  So  we  employed  a  silk  kitr, 
device  fairly  familiar  in  England,  where  it  is  use 
for  partridge  shooting  at  certain  seasons.  The  kil 
is  shaped  and  coloured  like  a  large  ha^k,  and 
flown  oi\  a  string  in  advance  of  the  guns  and  hig 
over  the  heather  where  the  birds  arc  lying.  Grous 
taking  the  hawk  kite  to  be  a  real  speeinun  of  on 
of  their  natural  enemies,  lie  low,  croiiehing  unt 
the  guns  are  nearly  up  to  them,  and  th( n  tluy  ris 
out  of  the  heather  with  a  great  whirr  of  Nving  an 
twist  and  turn  as  though  they  were  snipe,  to  th 
great  confusion  of  all  but  the  coolest  lunds.  On 
autumn  day,  after  the  stalking  season,  my  brothc 
Alwjrnc  was  with  the  party  that  was  shooting  grous 
under  a  kite  in  high  wind  at  Glenfeshie,  and  uhei 
luncheon  hour  arrived  the  man  in  charge  of  th 
kite  tied  his  end  of  the  string  round  a  ruck  in  whos 
shelter  the  party  sat  down  to  eat.  Tluy  saw 
ranging  far  above  them,  one  of  a  pair  of  osprey 
(white  sea-eagles),  a  rare  and  statdy  bird  tha 
nested  in  the  valley.  Suddenly  the  ospny  eaiigh 
sight  of  the  kite  and  swooped  down  upon  it.  Banibo 
and  sticks  arc  not  very  nourishing,  and  doubtlts 
the  osprey  soon  realised  its  mistake  and  preparei 
to  make  off,  but  it  had  caught  one  of  its  legs  ii 
the  stout  string,  and  was  hopelessly  entnngkd.  31] 
brother  and  his  friends  left  their  shelter  and  thii 
lunch,  and  proceeded  to  haul  in  the  kite  with  it 
strange  attachment,  and  at  last  the  great  sca-cagi 
lay  on  its  back  in  the  heather  and  stniggUd  s< 
violently,  attacking  all  who  approaelud  Nvith  it 
powerful  talons,  that  it  was  impossible  to  do  men 
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than  leave  it  alone.  This  suiBced,  for  after  a  while 
the  bird  managed  to  free  itself  and  fly  away.  Fishing 
for  eagles  with  a  silk  kite  for  bait  is  surely  the  very 
rarest  form  of  sport  in  these  islands.  I  should 
be  interested  to  learn  whether  any  sportsman  in 
the  Highlands  has  known  a  similar  instance  of  the 
osprey's  or  even  the  golden  eagle's  carelessness. 

One  of  my  good  friends  who  has  gone  before  was 
old  Lady  Dorothy  Neville,   whose   luncheon   table 
was  for  many  years  the  gathering-place  of  the  wittiest 
company  in  London.     She  was  a  great  entertainer 
and  was  very  widely  entertained,  for  brighter,  kindlier, 
or  cleverer  woman  never  took  up  so  strong  a  posi- 
tion in  the  social  world.    As  I  say,  we  were  good 
friends,  but  I  remember  coming  very  near  to  offend- 
ing her  once.    I  had  been  down  to  Canford  Manor 
in  Dorsetshire,  where  Lord  Wimbome  had  invited 
a  large  party  to  see  the  world's  leading  tennis  players 
give  a  display  on  the  wonderful  new  court  he  had 
built  there.    In  addition  to  the  tennis  there  was 
duck  and  pheasant  shooting.    It  was  a  most  pleasant 
gathering ;  I  remember  that  the  late  Lord  Clarendon 
got  engaged  there  to  the  daughter  of  Lord  Norman- 
ton.    After  a  crowded  and  enjoyable  week  the  party 
broke  up,  and  we  returned  to  town.     I  found  myself 
m  a  rather  congested  railway  carriage,   and  Lady 
Dorothy  was  there   too.     She   was  in   the   best   of 
spints,  and  had  been  presented  with  some  game- 
pheasants  and  a  hare.     They  were  in  a  rack  above 
our  heads  but  high  as  the  rack  was,  the  game  was 
considerably  higher.     I   am   sure   it   was  not   part 
0   the  proceeds  of  the  shooting  party  just  ended, 
but  of  a  considerably   earlier   one.     Mistakes   will 
occur.    The  journey,  as  I  have  said,  was  long,  the 
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carriage  hot,  and  the  game  gradually  Incanu'  un 
endurable.  Lady  Dorothy  didn't  seem  to  notitf  it 
and  it  required  quite  a  lot  of  persuasion  hcfurr  sh( 
would  allow  me  to  coUeet  the  birdn  and  tlu  liarc 
and  to  tie  them  to  the  door-handle  outside.  Un- 
fortunately  the  game  was  in  an  even  more  tcndci 
condition  than  we  thought,  and  by  the  time  Pudding- 
ton  was  reached  there  was  nothing  on  the  duur-handlr 
save  the  heads  and  the  string.  Poor  Lady  Dorothy 
was  quite  cross  about  it,  but  she  soon  furgHvc  nic. 
and  her  photographs  in  many  groups  of  visitors  at 
Easton  and  Warwick  remind  me  thut  atondiin. 
was  made  in  kind  for  the  game  v.hich  enine  to  id; 
an  unexpected  end.  All  who  knew  her  must  i  jsj 
her ;  she  was  one  of  the  brightest  companion'-  nd 
no  house  party  could  be  dull  where  she  was  a  ^^  i  ">t. 

You  find  credulous  folk  all  the  worUl  <»\cr,  but 
I  am  inclined  to  think  that  the  West  of  Ireland  can 
provide  some  who  would  take  a  lot  of  beating.  I 
remember  an  old  fisherman  on  the  Blackwatcr,  who 
not  only  told  the  following  amazing  story  hut  had 
told  it  so  often  that  he  believed  it.  Tlure  was  a 
monstrous  pike  in  the  river,  and  he  was  out  alter 
it.  While  fishing  he  saw  a  fox  come  down  the 
opposite  bank,  and  very  far  away  in  the  distance 
he  heard  the  cry  of  hounds  in  pursuit.  So  ho  l(ft 
the  river  bank  and  hid  behind  a  bush  froiii  which  he 
saw  the  fox  swimming  across  the  river  towards  him. 
Suddenly  there  was  a  violent  swirl,  and  the  fox 
disappeared  from  sight.  Rather  puzzled,  the  fisher- 
man left  the  shelter  of  the  bushes,  rtsumcd  his 
fishing,  and  in  a  few  minutes  he  was  into  the  pike 
and  after  a  terrific  struggle  hauled  him  in— such  a 
monster  as  had  never  been  seen  in  the  Blackwatcr 
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before.  He  hit  it  on  the  head  and  kUled  it,  and 
then  to  hif  astonishment  saw  that  something  was 
moving  inside  the  dead  fish.  So  h-  saipped  out  his 
knife,  ripped  the  fish  open,  and  out  dashed  the  fox 
and  fled  to  the  hills.  At  that  moment  the  pack  ap- 
peared in  sight  at  the  top  of  the  opposite  bank, 
there  was  the  devU's  "  own  sport,  and  the  fox  irave 
the  hunt  the  run  of  the  season!    Magna  est  veriiZ  ! 

LiJr^  .rf.ny  other  very  old  houses  Warwick  Castle 

,said  .u  he  ',  vunted,  but  for  reasons  that  are  doubtless 
]M^ctif  bai.'factoiy  no  ghost  has  ever    honoured 

uev'tha  t.  My  mother  used  to  hear  strange 
t>M.t:oHcu^■  noises;  I  never  succeeded  in  doing  as 
-M  .ch  ..  f  ha  •.     Archdeacon  CoUey,  who  was  so  well 

>ovn  m  A^nca,  came  to  the  Castle  several  times. 
rjid   I  :,  .;^ance8  m  the  oak  bedroom,  a  dark  and 

'  ..er  glooTiy  chamber  in  the  same  corridor  as  my 
.uii  room.    He  brought  a  medium  from  Birmingham 
and  I  beheve  they  raised,  or  saw.  a  Uttle  girrca^STi^ 
flowers.    I  can  only  hope  they  were  satisfied.    Tht 
Arehdeacon  wm  by  way  of  being  on  intimate  terms 
with  spTits.  and  would  show  me  photographs  of  peoSe 
with  vague  and  shadowy  forms'^  in  tKackS 
l  like  the  sacristan  in  the   "Ingoldsby  I^S  " 
"spoke  no  word  to  indicate  a  doubt.''    Indeed    I 

mvite  bir  Obver  Lodge  over,  or  other  sympathiser  of 

fitl?.  ?^^  CO-  tnunion  with  some  of  the  Lat 

oS^^^^h^s^^h^^^^ 

its  S'e^f  ^''  ^^"""^^  *^*^  ^"^  «^  Warwick  lies  by 

*  until  ;r  tir  'J  r^""''  ^^°  ^"«d«  --e 

;e  until,  m  the  past  few  years,  express  trains 
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passed  in  the  distance  over  the  Great  Western 
and  North  Western  lines.  Every  sound  seems  to 
have  something  akin  to  the  quality  of  surprise,  and 
undoubtedly  some  that  are  due  to  perfectly  natural 
causes  have  been  misinterpreted.  I  remember  the 
mysterious  rapping  in  Guy's  Tower  that  was  attributed 
to  ghosts,  until  somebody  had  a  brain-wave  and 
discovered  that  it  was  due  to  the  rapping  of  the 
halyard  cord  against  the  flagstaff  1  They  say  that 
at  midnight  a  lady  rides  through  the  State  Rooms 
on  a  white  horse,  while  in  the  courtyard  may  be 
seen  the  ghost  of  the  Dun  Cow  that  Guy,  Earl  of 
Warwick,  killed  on  Dunsmore  Heath.  T^ere  is  an 
old  book  dealing  with  his  many  adventures,  but  I 
have  been  unable  to  learn  from  it  why  the  ghost  of 
the  cow  should  still  parade  the  courtyard.  There  is 
said  to  be  another  apparition  in  the  form  of  an  old 
woman  who  walks  along  the  corridors  by  day. 
My  v/ife  has  seen  her  twice.  She  moves  slowly  and 
with  averted  face,  silent  and  intangible-  she  is  gone 
almost  as  soon  as  seen. 

A  couple  of  monkeys  which  my  parents  kept 
by  the  side  gates  increased  the  rumours  of  ghosts. 
One  used  to  drag  his  chain  at  all  hours  of  the  day 
and  night.  Finally  he  broke  it,  and  made  his  vr&y 
into  the  town,  to  slip  down  the  chimney  of  an  old 
schoolmaster's  house,  and  appear  in  the  sitting-room 
befor.i  the  greatly  startled  pedagogue  and  his  still 
more  frightened  wife. 

My  father,  though  a  very  delicate  man  and 
much  confined  to  the  Castle  when  his  Iicalth  per- 
mitted him  to  stay  there,  never  saw  any  apparitions 
of  any  kind  and  was  decidedly  sciptical.  But 
once  when  he  was  away  from  Warwick,  staying  for 
his  health  in  furnished  rooms  at  St.  Ltonurds-on-Sca, 
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he  had  a  very  curious  experience,  and    one  that 
affected  him  considerably.    He  had  gone  to  sleep  one 
night  rather  early,  and  awakened  at  midnight  to 
find  a  soft  mysterious  light  in  the  room,  a  pervasive 
glow  that  seemed  to  come  from  nowhere,  and  to 
embrace  everything.    It  lit  the  end  of  his  bed,  where 
there  was  a  skeleton  figure  partly  draped  with  a  red 
scarf  and  holding  what  looked  Uke  a  javelin.      As 
my  father  gazed,  the  figure  poised  and  threw  the 
javelin.    It   passed    through    the    wall    above    my 
father's  head.    Then  the  glow  faded,  and  he  fell  at 
once  into  a  deep  sleep  until  his  valet  arrived  to  draw 
his  blind  and  bring  his  hot  water.    He  noticed  at 
once  that  the  man  was  looking  very  perturbed,  and 
asked  him  what  was  the  matter.     "  Something  very 
sad,  my  Lord,"  was  the  reply.     "  The  landlady's 
daughter,  a  young  giri  who  sleeps  in  the  room  next 
to  this,  died  suddenly   in  the  night."    To  me  the 
special  interest  of  this  strange  story,  which  I  had 
from  ray  father's  lips,  lies  in  his  eminently  practical 
nature  and  mind.    He  had  no  fancies,  he  would  not 
have  permitted  himself  to  indulge  in  any  ;  sane,  sober 
and  serious  the  supernatural  had  no  hold  on  him,  and 
jvt  while  the  haunted  Castle  could  tell  him  nothing, 
he  had  this  strange  and  inexplicable  experience  S 
«)oms  at  th.  seaside.     I  have  learned  to  bdieve  that 

mirr"'^,'^**^^'  *°  ^"^"'"^^*  ^"^  manifestations 
Warw^k  Castle  can  supply  all  you  need,  while  if  you 

Me  not  responsive,   you  can  pass  the  quietest  of 

^ys  and  nights  even  in  the  oak  bedroom  ?hat  s^iri^s 

are  said  to  favour.    My  own  inability  to  see  things 

has  occasioned  me  no  regret.  * 

I  was  reading  the  other  morning  a  plea  for  the 
development  of  coarse   fishing  i„  ?his  "^countr^  in 
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order  that  the  fish  may  be  used  for  food,  and  it  set 
me  thinking  how  fortunate  are  the  countrymen  in 
some  parts  of  Northern  Europe,  where  the  quality 
of  the  inland  water  fish  rivals  that  of  fish  that  never 
leave  the  sea.  I  remember  how  my  brother  Ahvjue 
and  I  visited  the  River  Laggan  in  Sweden  and 
found  that  the  fishing  rights  belonged  to  the  tenant 
farmers  all  the  way  along.  Some  of  them  ven* 
kindly  allowed  us  to  have  a  few  hours'  sport.  While 
we  were  enjoying  it,  a  farmer  fishing  on  Iiis  own 
water  a  little  below  us  got  into  a  very  largt-  salmon, 
between  thirty  and  forty  pounds'  weight,  I  should 
say.  My  brother  and  I  watched  his  inereasing 
difficulties ;  the  fish  was  pulling  him  all  over  the 
stream.  So  at  last  Alwyne  picked  up  the  gaff  and 
went  to  his  assistance,  only  to  find  that  the  farmer 
did  not  want  any  of  it  because  he  feared  the  gaff 
would  spoil  the  appearance  of  the  salmon  uhich  he 
intended  to  sell  as  soon  as  caught,  lie  did  not 
mind  being  pulled  about  in  every  direction,  and 
stuck  to  his  fish  until  he  had  worn  it  out.  Then  he 
walked  after  it,  lifted  it  out  of  the  water,  and  carried 
it  to  the  bank.  I  have  never  seen  such  a  thing 
done  anywhere  else. 

The  arrangements  for  fishing  parties  vary  con- 
siderably. I  think  the  best  I  have  ivir  known 
prevailed  at  Gordon  Castle  on  the  Spcy,  in  the  days 
of  the  late  Duke  of  Richmond,  a  fine  old  Scottish 
gentleman,  grand  seigneur  to  the  finger  tijis  and  a 
perfect  host.  I  used  to  go  there  frequently  because 
I  was  the  friend  and  brother-in-law  of  our  of  his 
sons,  Lord  Algernon  Gordon-Lennox,  I  wns  a  keen 
fisherman  too,  and  the  fishing  parties  were  famous. 
When  the  Castle  was  full  of  guests  it  \vould  be  found 
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that  they  all  preferred  the  salmon    fishini?  to  any 
other  of  the  varied  sports  and  pastimes  the  estate 
provided.    The  Duke  owned  the  net  fishing  on  the 
Spey,  and  it  was  when  the  nets  were  taken  off 
towards  the  close  of  the  summer,   and  the  great 
fish  had  an  unimpeded  run,  that  the  sport  was  so 
remarkably  good.    The  netting  men  were  attached 
to  the  guests  as  gaffers,  and  I  have  known  as  many 
as  a  dozen  rods  out  on  the  same  day,  each  with  one 
or  more  pools  allotted  to  him.  for  the  private  waters 
of  the  Castle  run  ten  miles  up  from  the  sea     The 
organisation    was    masterly.    A    well-known    fisher- 
man and  tackle  maker,  Geordie  Shanks,  if  I  remember 
nghtly    was  m  charge  of  the  arrangements  under 
the  Duke  s  supervision,  and  every  morning  while  the 
house-parties  were  on.  Shanks  would  arrange  the 
beats  for  each  guest.     Before  leaving  the  breakfast- 
room  each  fisher  provided  himself  with  the  luuch  of 
his  own  choice,  and  if  he  lacked  the  food  and  drink 
he  cared  for  best  the  fault  was  his  own.     Then  we 
aU  went  down   to   the    stable-yard   and   the  room 
where  the  rods  were  kept,  and  saw  to  it  that  the 

nX  %  ^T'   ^}'^'^'^    "^   "«   ^d   everything 
needful.    In  those  days  I  used  to  tie  my  o^Z^S 

and  so  I  had  an  additional  interest  in  the  ^ort     ' 

men  we   had   prepared   our  tackle   and   were 

njojni^  a  smoke,  the  Duke's  onler  of  the  day  wluld 

«^ve  by  the  hands  of  the  head  fisherman  a^d  be 

11  T.  *^."',^y  ^"^  ^^  ^^'  «>^*  of  the  house     The 

In  tK    «   f  /  ."^""P^^  ^f  '^'^^es  were  driven  ud 


■I: 

i 
I 


i  i     ' 


230  Memories  of  Sixty  Years 

evening,  the  fishermen  came  back  and  tho  catch 
was  displayed  on  the  flagged  floor  of  the  stable-yard 
the  sight  was  sometimes  a  very  striking  one.  I  have 
known  the  catch  to  be  heavy  enough  to  demand 
a  general  inspection,  and  have  seen  as  many  as  seventy 
fish  laid  out,  all,  be  it  remembered,  caught  on  the 
fly.  None  went  to  market,  all  were  sent  to  friends, 
tenants,  or  hospitals. 

There  was  an  old  man  in  the  Duk( 's  employ 
whom  we  called  the  "  Spey  Courier."  His  job  was 
to  watch  the  river,  make  the  range  of  the  beats, 
and  tell  the  fishermen  how  sport  was  progressing 
with  their  neighbours.  I  remember  his  arrival  one 
afternoon,  about  tea-time,  on  the  bank  by  which  I 
was  fishing.  He  leaned  heavily  against  a  boat,  and 
beamed  at  me  quite  affectionately.  "  You've  always 
been  a  kind  friend  to  me,  m'Lord,"  he  began  rather 
huskily,  "  an'  now  I'm  goin'  to  be  a  kind  friend  to 
you."  So  saying,  he  dived  in  the  long  tail  pocket 
of  his  coat  and  fetched  out  a  large  bottle  of  whisky 
wrapped  in  pink  tissue  paper.  All  my  diplomacy 
was  needed  to  assure  him,  without  giving  any  offence, 
that  I  didn't  want  any,  and  that  he  would  do  better 
to  carry  the  bottle  home  intact.  He  did  so  at  last, 
to  my  relief,  but  I  am  afraid  that  he  was  not  in  a 
fit  state  to  carry  home  more  than  hinistU"  ami  the 
whisky  from  some  other  bottle  with  ^vhiell  he  was 
very  well  primed  before  he  came  to  nie.  It  is  only 
fair  to  remember  that  in  the  Highland  air,  and  with 
the  stimulus  of  constant  exercise,  spirits  do  not 
affect  men  as  they  do  in  towns.  A  nn>n  I  know 
was  shooting  in  Scotland  a  few  years  ago,  and  the 
gillie  who  was  with  him  emptied  a  bottle  of  whisky 
between  10  a.m.  and  2.30  p.m.,  on  a  blazuig  day 
in  September,   remaining  ao  surefooted  that  wlule 
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descending  a  rteep  hillside  during  the  afternoon 
with  a  well-loaded  game  bag  on  his  shoulders,  he 
killed  several  rabbits  that  were  crouching  in  the 
heather  by  putting  the  point  of  his  toe  on  their 
necks  and  severing  the  cervical  vertebrje.  Had  he 
been  a  townsman,  or  had  the  whisky  been  raw  and 
fiery,  he  would,  of  course,  have  gone  to  sleep  on  the 
heather  as  soon  as  he  sat  down. 

At  Gordon  Castle  the  Duke's  piper  used  to  march 
round  the  dinner  table  towards  the  close  of  dinner 
and  before  the  ladies  had  risen,  and  I  think  we  all 
enjoyed  the  music  he  made.  He  also  played  in  the 
early  morning  on  the  terrace.  At  another  famous 
Scottish  house,  Blair  AthoU,  the  Duke  of  Atholl 
would  have  as  many  as  six  pipers  in  attendance 
during  the  annual  gathering.  That  was  too  much 
for  the  mere  Sassenach. 

A  few  miles  beyond  Gordon  Castle  is  Delfur,  the 
delightful  place  of  Colonel  Vivian,  best  of  hosts  and 
one  of  the  kindest  friends  I  have  ever  had.     I  some- 
times went  on  to  Delfur  from  Gordon  Castle  to  enjoy 
the    fine    autumn    fishing.      I    remember    a    few 
years  after  our  marriage  I  was  unable  to  accept 
an  invitation  to  Gordon  Castle,  but  my  wife  went 
up  alone,  being  particularly   anxious   to   spend   a 
few  days  with  her  sister,  Lady  Algernon  Gordon- 
Lennox,  who  was   staying   there.    Now   my   wife 
outside  the  hunting.field,   is  not   a   sportswoman  i 
she  objects  to  the  killing  of  fur  and  feather,  and 
Idont  thmk  she  had  ever  fished  until  one  morning 
When  the  Duke  remarked  at  breakfast,  "  If  any  of 
the  ladies  would  care  to  fish,  the  Ladies'  Pool  is 

^ni'^^K  TJ^-"    ^""^"^y  responded,   perhaps  be- 
cause  the  fishmg-party  consisted  of  some  of  the 
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most  expert  men  in  the  country,  so  my  wife  who, 
like  Siegfried,  has  never  known  fear,  broke  the 
silence  and  said  she  would  like  to  go.  Colonel 
Vivian  accompanied  her.  She  says  that  her  first 
attempts  at  casting  brought  tears  to  the  eyes  of  the 
attendant  gillie,  but  she  persisted,  and  suddenly, 
miracle  of  miracles,  a  great  salmon  took  the  fly! 
There  were  exciting  moments,  the  reel  came  away 
from  the  rod,  but  my  wife  held  on  tightly.  The 
giUie  gave  hurried  instructions,  to  which  she  was 
sufficiently  controlled  to  pay  heed,  and  finally  he 
managed  to  get  in  with  the  gaff,  and  a  fish  weighing 
over  thirty  pounds  was  on  the  bank. 

Greatly  encouraged,  my  wife  proceeded  and 
caught  another  fish,  a  much  smaller  one,  and  relumed 
to  the  Castle,  expecting  the  congratulations  of  the 
company.  Alasl  they  were  not  forthcoming.  The 
unexpected  and  the  unusual  had  happened— not  one 
of  the  party  had  caught  a  fish,  and  were  annoyed 
to  think  that  in  all  probability  every  salmon  in  the 
Spey  had  gone  to  the  Ladies'  Pool.  At  dinner, 
my  wife  declares,  nobody  spoke  to  her,  and  she 
was  sent  to  Coventry  for  beating  the  great  experts 
at  their  own  game  t 
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CHAPTER   XIV 

RANDOM  MEMORIES  OF  PEOPLE  AND  PLACES  (continued) 

SOMETIMES  I  find  myself  looking  at  the  life  that 
used  to  be  lived  in  my  young  days  and  comparing 
It  with  what  life  threatens  to  be  in  the  near  future, 
when  all  Europe  works  in  sackcloth  and  ashes  to  pay 
the  War  bill,  and  pleasant  times  wiU  aU  belong  to 
the  past.    In  my  day  it  sufficed  to  be  an  agreeable 
young  man,  well-mannered,  equipped  with  a  modest 
independence  and  real  skill  at  some  sport,  to  have 
the  very  best  of  times.     If  you  were  a  good  shot 
or  an  expert  with  the  fly,  or  the  cricket  bat,  or  the 
tennis  racquet,  there  was  a  constant  call  upon  your 
time,  spare  or  otherwise.    The  good  sportsman  carried 
an  open  sesame,  admitting  him  to  the  company  of 
aU  lovers   of   his    special    recreation.     Quite    apart 
from  the  sports  I  have  mentioned,  there  was  cricket 
and  there  were  cricket  weeks  at  some  of  the  most 
apeeable  places  in  the  country.     For  many  years 
I  have  been  a  member  of  the  I  Zingari,  and  not  as 
I  a  player,  but  as  an  entertainer,  I  have  been  fairiy 
I  active.    We    have    held    parties    at    Warwick    and 
I  ii^ton.    I  remember  that  at  the  last-named  place, 
where  we  have  one  of  the  best  cricket  grounds  in 
the  county,  the  I  Zingari  once  played  Essex.- 

Even  before  the  War  the  cost  of  county  cricket 
was  high,  and  I  fear  that  in  the  future  it  wiU  be  pro- 
hibitive. In  Essex,  Mr.  C.  E.  Green,  most  popular  and 
generous  of  cricketers,  has  passed  away,  and  the 
j  county  wiU  miss  his  ready  help  and  good  counsel. 
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As  for  cricket  weeks  at  private  places,  1  suppose 
that  only  Government  contractors  will  be  rich 
enough  to  provide  them.  We  landowners  will  be 
fortunate  if  we  have  enough  left  to  us  when  the  tax 
collector  has  called  to  pay  our  way  and  live  the 
simple  life.  EnterUinment  will  Innguish  everywhere; 
I  see  a  great  fall  in  the  rent  of  salmon  rivers,  grouse 
moors,  deer  forests,  and  sporting  estates.  I  don't 
grumble,  it  may  be  the  very  best  change  that  has 
happened  to  the  country,  but  I  am  quite  content 
to  remember  that  my  day  is  round  about  sun-setting. 
The  England  to  be  may  be  everything  the  social 
reformer  can  imagine,  but  I  have  an  open  and  un- 
abashed preference  for  the  England  of  my  earlier 
time.  It  is  the  feeling  that  it  was  such  a  pleasant 
place  that  has  helped  to  turn  my  pen  to  these  records. 
When  every  man,  be  he  peer  or  ploughman,  belongs 
to  a  trade  union  and  works  eight  hours  a  day  at 
some  job  that  he  may  like  or  may  dislike,  there  will 
be  some  who  will  look  a  Uttle  enviously  into  the 
records  of  a  pleasant  past  and  hope  for  the  long 
period  of  peace  and  prosperity  that  alone  can  bring 
leisure. 

When  I  recall  the  number  of  old  friends  who  have 
gone  before,  I  think  of  them  with  very  little  regret. 
Moriendum  est  omnibus— and  they  did  have  a  splendid 
time.  One  of  the  best  and  dearest  I  ever  had  was 
Willie  Low,  who  lived  and  died  at  Wellsboume,  near 
Warwick.  He  inherited  a  lot  of  money,  and  was 
very  generous.  He  was  fond  of  pigeon  shoots,  and 
used  to  hold  them  in  a  meadow  behind  the  house,  a 
marquee,  vrith  a  big  brazier  of  coal,  being  erected 
on  the  ground  and  well  stocked  with  aU  manner  of 
good  things.  As  many  as  a  dozen  neighbours  would 
come  along  to  take  their  part  in  the  rather  dubious 
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iport.  It  is  only  because  one  was  young,  and  on 
»  windy  day  shots  were  difficult,  that  we  were  able  to 
shoot  trapped  pigeons.  I  should  not  care  to  do  so 
nowadays,  and  though  I  was  often  at  Monte  Carlo 
I  nevt-r  went  to  the  "  tir  aux  pigeons." 

Far  better  was  the  sport  that  Willie  Low  used 
to  give  us  at  Mealmore,  near  Inverness,  where  the 
bag  of  grouse  would  run  into  several  hundred  brace 
in  a  day.    It  was  wonderful  sporting  country,  very 
rough  and  rugged.    Some  of  the  lines  of  butts  went 
two  miles  up  the  hills,  and  for  those  of  us  who  had 
drawn  an  end  butt  the  tramp  was  very  trying.     We 
used  to  share  the  weight  of  guns  and  cartridges  with 
the  loaders.    In  theory  when  once  the  top  was  reached 
aU  should  have  been  weU,  in  practice  our  troubles 
began,  for  there   were   midges  by   the   million,   all 
vigorous,  all  hungry,   and   all   waiting  to   welcome 
weU-fed   strangers.     I    have    been    bitten    in    many 
parts  of  the  world,  and  there  are  few  msects  with  a 
penchant  for  human  flesh  that  have  not  sent  repre- 
sentatives to  fall,  I  mean  call,  upon  me,  but  by  the 
sjde  of  the  achievements  of  the  Mealmore  variety 
all  others  must  hide  diminished  heads.     The  only 
thing  to  be  said  for  them  is  that  their  worst  efforts 
faUed  to  spoil  our  sport.     Persecuted  we  might  be, 
until  we  regarded  the  hill-tops  with  something  like 
positive  aversion,  but  as  soon  as  the  grouse  began 
to  glide  up  to  the  butts  we  could  forget  the  midges 
until  the  last  covey  had  passed  over. 

In  the  days  when  I  was  a  member  for  East  Somer- 
Kt  I  stayed  frequently  with  the  late  Marquis  of 
Bath,  for  political  meetmgs  at  Frome  and  elsewhere, 
and  while  at  Longleat,  his  beautiful  home,  enjoyed 
ooeUent  shooting.    It  was  there  that  I  achieved  that 
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dear  wish  of  every  sportsman's  heart,  a  succcssfu 
right  and  left  at  woodcock.  It  was  at  Longleat,  too 
on  a  wet  morning,  when  we  were  down  for  phcasan 
shootii^,  that  I  met  with  an  odd  example  of  tb 
conflict  between  the  sporting  instinct  and  conimoi 
sense. 

We  could  not  discover  our  host's  real  >vishes  fron 
the  conversation  round  the  breakfast  tabic,  noi 
could  he  be  satisfied  about  ours.  Everybody  agreet 
that  it  would  be  a  pity  to  go  out  in  the  vet,  bui 
there  was  something  half-hearted  about  the  division 
and  at  last  Lord  Bath  suggested  that  we  should  cacl 
write  "  yes  "  or  "  no  "  on  a  slip  of  paper  in  answei 
to  his  question  as  to  whether  we  should  or  should 
not  shoot.  When  the  papers  were  opened  the  word 
**  yes  "  was  written  on  every  one  without  exception 
and  we  shot  in  the  rain. 

I  think  men  object  very  strongly  to  anythinj 
that  interrupts  their  sport,  and  the  unexpected  Nvil 
happen  now  and  again.  The  most  amusing  form  ii 
which  it  ever  came  in  my  company  was  once  a 
Cahir,  in  Ireland,  where  I  was  shooting  with  Colone 
Charteris.  We  had  walked  out  to  the  best  rise  i] 
the  park  for  the  first  stand  of  the  day,  and  just  a 
the  guns  were  getting  into  their  places  one  of  then 
ran  up  to  our  host.  "  I'm  so  sorry,"  he  said,  "  bu 
I  must  go  back.  I've  left  my  false  teeth  in  the  wash 
hand  basin,  and  if  I  don't  go  back  the  housemaii 
will  pour  them  away."  Off  he  ran,  and  we  waited 
as  gentlemen  should,  and  cursed,  as  gentlemen  shoul 
not.  He  did  make  haste,  and  came  back,  teeth  an 
all,  quite  blown  but  triumphant. 

At  Longleat  I  often  met  an  old  clergyman,  a 
antiquary  of  repute,  who  used  to  spend  long  houi 
going  through  the  collection  of  documents  in  tli 
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Muniment  Room.  He  showed  me  one  day  a  paper 
with  a  Ust  of  bills  for  dresses  for  the  unfortunate 
Amy  Robsart,  wife  of  Dudley,  Earl  of  Leicester. 
I  was  the  more  interested  because  not  only  is  Kcnil- 
worth  quite  close  to  Warwick,  but  in  Amy  Robsart's 
day  the  Earb  of  Warwick  and  Leicester  were  brothers, 
Ambrose  and  Dudley.  As  far  as  I  can  remember 
Amy  Robsart's  death  took  place  in  Oxfordshire,  and 
I  do  not  think  that  she  lived  at  Kenilworth  at  aU, 
but  if  those  bills  were  correct  she  did  not  lack  the 
most  costly  of  setting  to  her  rare  beauty. 

f  — « 

The  most  brilliant  function  ever  held  at  Warwick 
Castle  within  my  recollection  was,  I  think,  the  great 
W  poudri  a  few  years  after  I    succeeded  to  the 
inheritance.     My    wife    selected    the    Louis    XVth 
and  XVIth  periods  in  order  that  all   might   wear 
powder;  about  four  hundred  invitations  were  given, 
and  the  country  places  in  the  vicinity  had  house- 
parties  for  it.     The  weatlxer  was  terrible,  and  1  g 
snow-drifts  lay  everywhere.    The  State  Rooms  we.  2 
thrown  open  for  the  dancing,  and  supper  was  served 
at  round  tables  in  the  Great  Hall,  the  call  for  supper 
being  sounded  by  three  little  trumpeters,  who  used 
wJver  tmmpetsand  wore  three-cornered  caps  and  blue 
cloaks.    I  gave  up  my  own  sitting-room  for  a  photo- 
graphic studio  equipped  with  a  flash-light  cable  from 
the  nver  level,  and  there  Mr.  Walery  and  his  assistants 
prepared  to  photograph  the  guests.     There  was  a 
»irly  general  feeling  that  he  would  have  a  very  thin 
time,  and  that  dancing  would  keep  his  "  side  show  " 
JjU  m  the  background,  but  the  experts  were  wrong 
The  studio  was  crowded  all  through  the  night. 

»ifk  Lm,^*^,^'  ^""^^  ^as  staying  at  WeUsboume 
witn  WiUie  Ix)w's  party,  and  after  the  latter  had 
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tried  in  vain  to  get  a  skilled  hair-dresser  from  Londoi 
and  had  been  told  that  every  available  one  ha 
already  been  retained  for  that  day,  he  sent  to  Par 
for  a  French  expert.  The  poor  man  was  a  ba 
sailor,  the  weather  was  awful.  He  travelled  ovei 
night,  and  caught  the  first  morning  train  into  Wai 
wickshire.  He  had  tried  to  conquer  the  md  de  m 
on  board  the  boat  and  the  cold  in  the  train  by 
prolonged  course  of  spirits,  and  he  arrived  at  Weill 
bourne  totally  unfit  to  undertake  any  work  at  al 
A  council  of  war  was  held,  and  it  was  decided  tha 
the  only  possible  expedient  was  a  drastic  cure.  So  th 
unfortunate  Frenchman  was  picked  up  by  some  c 
the  men  of  the  party  and  rolled  in  the  snow  until  th 
strange  exercise  and  a  certain  natural  nervousnes 
acting  in  concert  restored  him  to  sobriety.  He  the 
assumed  his  professional  attire,  and  started  \\-ot 
so  skilfuUy  and  quickly  that  when  the  Wellsbourn 
party  arrived  at  the  Castle  there  was  not  one  hea 
awry.     Vive  V Entente! 

The  Yorkshire  border  country  holds  many  pleasaii 
memories  for  me,  chiefly  in  connection  with  groua 
shooting,  and  the  hospitality  associated  with  i 
Wemmergill  and  Holwick  moors  belonging  to  Loi 
Strathmore  ;  Highforce,  once  the  Duke  of  Cleveland 
and  now  Lord  Barnard's,  a  moor  that  takes  ii 
name  from  a  picturesque  waterfall  thero— I  kno 
all  that  country  well,  and  it  yielded  me  spk  ndid  spo: 
through  many  years.  I  went  there  when  I  was  quil 
young,  in  the  middle  'seventies,  v;hen  a  syndicai 
ran  Highforce.  The  members  were  the  Duke  i 
Beaufort,  and  my  uncle,  Mr.  William  Wells,  the  wel 
known  agriculturist,  sometime  President  of  the  Roy 
'   Agricultural  Society,  and  member  for  Peterboroug 
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They  rented  the  Holwiek  side  of  the  moors,  and  we 
used  to  shoot  from  Highforee  inn  through  one  week 
and  the  Duke  of  Cleveland's  party  would  come  in 
the  foUowing  week  and  shoot  it  from  the  same  head- 
quarters. It  was  too  far  in  those  pre-motor  days 
to  drive  out  from  Raby  Castle. 

I  think  I  must  have  shot  on  both  places  for  six 
or  seven  years  m  succession,  for  the  arrangement  of 
the  sport  was  always  left  on  the  Duke  of  Cleveland's 
side  to  his  friend,  my  uncle,  the  late  Lord  Wemyss 
He,  too,  was  an  elderly  man,  but  he  was  a  rare  shot 
and  an  aU-round  sportsman,  and  I  was  his  aide-de- 
camp.   Gradually  the  practical  side  of  the  arrance- 
ments  came  to  me,  with  the  gift  of  useful  experience 
We  never  made  bags  that  ran  into  the  region  of 
records,  but  I  can  recall  one  day  when  nine  hundred 
brace  were  picked  up,  and  I  am  pleased  to  remember 
that  out  of  these  one  hundred  and  thirty  brace  fell 
to  my  gun.    We  used  to  have  very  good  shots  there, 
notebfy  Lord  de  Grey  (Marquis  of  Ripon),  Lord  New- 
port Lord  Carnegie,  and  others,  and  I  remember  one 
«citmg  incident   arising  out   of  the   keen   rivalry 
between  Lord  de  Grey  and  my  Uncle  Wemyss.    At 
one  beat  we  were  driving  backwards  and  forwards 
over  the  same  hne  of  butts,  and  there  was  one  butt 
in  the  hne  over  which  the  birds  always  came  in  large 
numbere,  so  that  the  possession  of  it  was  regarded  as 
a  great  advantage.     When   the   return   drive    was 
to  take  place  and  positions  were  changed,  Lord  de 

7^^   ""J  ""'^'  ^  ^"^^  ^^^"*  ^^'  ^^^  number 

l^^'v't  '^l^^'t  ^^^  *^"  ^*^«"'^<i  butt,  to  his 

ZJwftK  ^"  ^'"^^  *^^«^"  *o  '^^^  over,  and 
«iddenly  the  butt  round  which  my  uncle  was  scktter- 

weather  was  mtensely  hot,  and  that  in  those  days 
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we  shot  with  black  powder,  the  modem  smokclcs! 
powders  being  unknown.  The  flame  from  the  barrel 
must  have  sufficed  to  do  the  mischief.  Unfortunatelj 
my  uncle  was  far  too  excited  to  notice  a  trifle  liki 
that ;  flaming  butts  did  not  matter,  but  to  beat  th( 
man  who  was  then,  perhaps,  the  finest  game  shol 
in  England,  mattered  a  great  deal.  So  he  made  m 
attempt  to  stamp  out  the  fire  which  smouldered  ir 
the  dry  turf,  until  a  breeze  fanned  it  into  a  flam( 
that  fairly  drove  him  from  his  place.  For  the  resl 
of  that  day  the  lower  butts  on  that  drive  wer* 
wreathed  in  smoke,  and  we  had  to  shoot  on  the  highei 
groimd.  Nor  did  the  mischief  end  there,  the  fin 
burnt  far  into  the  ground,  and  for  several  days 
water  had  to  be  carried  up  to  the  moor,  and  manj 
men  employed  to  save  the  destruction  from  spreadinj 
dangerously.  It  was  undoubtedly  the  fault  of  Lore 
Wemyss,  who  should  have  stamped  on  the  turf  thai 
caught  alight,  but  he  bothered  about  nothing  bui 
the  grouse,  and  was  perfectly  satisfied  at  the  end  0 
the  day  that  his  record  topped  his  rival's. 

At  the  week-ends  we  used  to  leave  the  inn  am 
go  to  Raby  Castle,  where  there  was  always  a  larg 
party.  In  spite  of  his  great  age  the  Duke  of  Cleve 
land  was  the  best  of  company,  and  his  wife— mothei 
by  the  way,  of  Lord  Rosebery — was  a  superb  hostess 
I  was  always  interested  in  their  magnificent  castl< 
partly  because,  if  I  am  not  mistaken,  it  belonged  t 
my  family  in  the  time  of  the  King-Maker.  Thei 
were  one  or  two  very  strict  rules.  We  were  onl 
allowed  to  smoke  after  dinner,  and  in  one  roon 
I  remember  it  was  large  enough  for  the  purpose,  an 
held  a  large  collection  of  stuffed  birds.  In  a  rooi 
adjoining  there  was  a  great  store  of  cheeses,  an 
the   smell  of  ripe   cheese   and  stale   tobacco  mac 
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smoking  seem  a  vain  and  unprofitable  pursuit  if 
one  was  not  in  tlie  best  of  condition.  The  visitors' 
book  at  Raby  Castle  was  the  dread  of  all  save  the 
quick-witted.  The  rule  was  that  each  visitor  had 
to  exprej»  some  sentiment  in  writing,  and  to  state 
toe  object  of  the  visit.  My  friend  and  kinswoman. 
Miss  Vernon,  wrote  in  desperation  :— 

Who'll  bum  this  book  ? 

I,  said  Dl  Vernon, 
If  the  Duchess  won't  look ; 

I'll  bum  the  book. 

!;^'^„?P,^,^jy  7~te  under  the  heading,  "  Object  of 
the  Visit,"  the  following  brief  explanation  :— 

To  see  their  Graces 
And  shoot  their  grouses. 

Long  years  passed,  the  Clevelands  had  gone  from 
Haby,  and  I  found  myself  again  at  WemmeigiU,  this 
time  with  my  dear  friend  Charlie  Hunter,  who  passed 
my    greatly  regretted,   only  a  few   months  ago. 
I  had  shot  over  WemmeigiU  in  the  old  days  from 
Highforce   and  it  was  there  that  Sir  Frederick  Mil- 
banke  had  made  record  bags.     On  Wemmergill  there 
was  a  p  ace  called  Shipka  Pass,  a  deep  cutting  in  a 
M  by  the  side  of  a  stream.    The  birds  came  over 
17-  5"!?'  ^^  '^'*"^*^  frequently  fall  against  the  cliff 
behmd  the  guns,  and  then  drop  into  the  stream  which 
earned  them  down.     It  became  necessary  to  keep 
men  at  work  with  landing  nets  to  retrieve  these  birds 
i  have  often  been  asked  how  I  used  to  stand  and 
Wee  these  high-flying  birds,  and  a  friend  of  mine, 
wto  has  often  shot  with  me  and  knows  that  I  am 
jottmg  my  memories  down,  has  suggested  that  my 
views  as  to  position  may  have  some  interest  for  a 
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rising  generation.  It  is,  of  course,  a  little  difficult,  ft 
after  a  time  a  man  adopts  almost  unconsciously  tl 
position  that  helps  to  increase  the  range  of  his  effec 
iveness.  With  grouse  I  have  always  found  it  be 
to  stand  well  on  the  right  foot,  with  the  left  foot  i 
front.  In  this  attitude  it  is  not  difficult  to  svi'it 
round  on  either  side,  while  your  limbs  remain  supp 
and  responsive  to  the  swift  instruction  of  the  braii 
As  a  young  man,  when  shooting  high  pheasants 
never  moved  my  feet,  but  got  all  the  necessary  swii 
from  the  hips.  To-day,  alas !  this  is  no  longer  possibl 
I  may  say  that  I  still  prefer  grouse  and  partridj 
driving  to  pheasant  shooting. 

The  largest  bag  I  have  helped  to  gather  was  mac 

only  a  couple  of  years  ago  at  Drynacher,  near  Nair 

one  of  the  best  moors  I  ever  shot  on.    Betwef 

August  17th  and  27th  we  had  eight  days'  shootin 

On  three  days  there  were  nine  guns  out,  on  five  da; 

there  were  eight.    I  had  been  ill,  and  was  not  allow 

to  go  out  till  after  lunch,  so  that  I  could  not  tal 

part  in  more  than  two  or  three  drives  in  the  da 

The  bag  for  the  eight  days  was  8,527  head  of  groui 

The  guns  were  Messrs.  Percy  Chubb,  Willie  Jameso 

C.  Leslie,  H.  Callender,  Heatley  Noble,  Vivian  Smit 

F.  Stobart,  Lord  Knutsford,  and  myself.    Many 

the  days  have  been  bealen,  our  highest  was  1,2 

birds,  but  it  would  be  hard  to  find  a  more  product! 

moor.    Each  of  the  eight  days  was  on  a  fresh  bei 

and  the  next  party  that  shot  over  them  killed  8,0( 

so  that  m  sixteen  days'  shooting  the  average  was  o\ 

1,000  birds  a  day,  and  the  moor  was  by  no  mea 

exhausted  then. 

It  is,  of  course,  the  driving  that  has  increas 
the  numbers,    by  thinning   out    the   old,   inferl 
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and  quarrelsome  birds.    Driving  was  little  known 
and  less  practised  when  I  was  young.    I  can  remember 
when  my  brother  Alwyne  and  I  were  in  our  early 
twenties  we  broke  the  Warwickshire  record  with  a 
bag  of  140  brace  of  partridges.     The   birds  were 
dnven  to  six  guns,  Barclay  and  Spenser  Lucy,  Colonel 
Charles  Paulet,  Captain  Blois,  Alwyne  and  myself 
We  shot  over  our  own  property,  towards  Leamington 
and  came  home  in  great  triumph.    But  my  father  was 
vexed.    He  said  he  feared  we  had  killed  every  bird  in 
the  place      I  am  glad  to  say  he  lived  long  enough  to 
discover  that  the  more  we  drove  the  better  the  sport 
became.    It  was  no  more  than  a  theory  then  that 
dnving  improves  the  stock ;   to-day  it  is  a  common- 

I  remember  how,  at  a  shoot  on  the  Cawdor 
mooi^  with  Mr  Percy  Chubb,  I  nearly  became  part 
of  the  bag.  It  was  almost  a  record  day,  and 
as  far  as  I  am  concerned  might  easily  have  been 
quite  so.  We  were  grouse  drivmg,  and  I  was  joming 
he  party  after  the  third  drive.  I  came  up  behind 
^JaT  *J*V"^«,«>"  the  extreme  left  being  my  old 
fnend  Lord  Knutsford,  best  knoAvn  to  tens  of  thou- 
sands as  Sydney  HoUand.  the  indefatigable,  devoted 
hairman  of  the  London  Hospital.  I  sent  my  servant 
on  to  warn  Knutsford  that  I  was  behind  J.im.  But 
not  only  do  the  best-laid  schemes  of  mice  and  men 

Khfl  ^*  ?u?"^  .*^"'  '"'^g^^  «^'  misquoted. 
AU  the  honest  blockhead  said  was.  "Lord  Warwick 

Tm^lL  u  !u'^  ""^^  immensely  cheered,  even 
2t  i  u^  ^^"^  "'"^^S"'  *^"t'  ««  he  told  me 
ZZ^l  '  *',  '^^'"^^  ^'^^  ^"^*^  understand  why  I 
Should  have  taken  the  trouble  to  send  it,  seeing  that 
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he  had  full  use  of  his  sight,  and  would  have  discove 
my  presence  unaided.  A  covey  came  over  the 
of  his  butt,  and  as  I  crouched  in  a  bum  he  fired  1 
barrels  at  them,  most  of  the  pellets  going  well  0 
my  head,  but  not  all  ranging  so  high,  as  my  ( 
discovered  to  his  slight  but  unpleasant  cost. 
should  not  recall  this  little  incident  if  my  old  fri( 
had  been  in  any  way  to  blame.  In  fact,  Lord  Km 
ford  can  claim  that  after  nearly  half  a  ccntui 
shooting  he  has  only  had  two  mishaps,  once  when 
hit  Lady  Knutsford  and  the  time  when  he  hit 
dog. 

I  think  the  beau  ideal  of  my  boyhood  days  y 
my  mother's  uncle,  Lord  Lucan,  grandfather  of 
present  peer.  He  was  a  handsome  man  of  v 
military  appearance,  and  he  captured  my  yoi 
imagination  with  his  stirring  stories  of  the  CriitK 
War.  My  grandmother,  who  was  devoted  to 
brother,  used  to  tell  me  the  things  he  forgot 
mention,  those,  namely,  which  related  to  his  0 
achievements. 

He    was   blamed   for  the    misadventure  of 
famous  Balaclava  Charge.    The  story,  as  my  gra 
mother  used  to  tell  it  (and  it  si  ims  worth  placing 
record  even  now),  was  that  Lord  Raglan  saw 
Russians  attacking  certain  Turkish  redoubts  fr 
which  the  Turks  retired,  and  at  once  sent  an  aide- 
camp.  Captain  Nolan,  to  Lord  Lucan  with  a  mess 
to  say  that  the  cavalry  were  to  save  the  guns. 
great-uncle    sent    Captain    Nolan    to    the    gall 
Lord   Cardigan   with   an   order   to   charge  on 
guns.     Lord   Cardigan,   who  was  commanding 
Light  Cavalry,  asked  what  guns  were  meant,  i 
understood  him  to  say  "  those  down  in  the  valle 
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instead  of  on  the  heights,   which  the  Turks  were 
evacuating. 

As  soon  as  the  chaige  began,  according  to  general 
belief.  Captain  Nolan  realised  that  a  mistake  had  been 
made,  and  galloped  towards  Lord  Cardigan  to  explain 
but  as  he  moved  over  the  sheU-stricken  ground  he 
was  struck  and  killed.    I  beUeve  Lord  Lucan  was 
court-martialled,  but  was  easily  able  to  clear  himself 
Anyway  my  dear  grandmother  would  never  admit 
that  he  could  in  any  circumstances  have  done  any 
wrong.  ' 

I  am  reminded  of  her  devotion  to  him,  and  his  to 
her,  by  a  very  similar  affection  between  Sir  Doufflas 
Haig  and  his  sister,  Mrs.  Willie  Jameson.  As  an 
mstance  of  it  I  might  quote  what  occurred  once  at 
Stowlangtoft.  in  the  Eastern  Counties,  where  the 
Jamesons  were  giving  a  shooting-party  at  which  I 
was  one  of  the  guests.  Sir  Douglas,  who  is  a  very 
ardent  sportsman,  had  secured  a  brief  leave  of  two 
days  in  order  to  join  us,  but  on  his  arrival  found 
that  Mrs.  Jameson  had  engaged  an  artist  to  paint 
his  portrait  for  her.  Without  a  murmur  he  gave  up 
the  shootmg  and  spent  the  two  days  sitting  to  the 
artist  who,  I  regret  to  say,  did  not  do  fuU  justice 
to  the  sitter.  The  shooting  was  first-rate  and 
leave  had  been  hard  to  obtam,  so  the  measure  of 
brotherly  devotion  will  certainly  appeal  to  sports- 

I  can  recaU  Lord  Lucan  when  he  was  a  very 
^  man  and  I  was  a  very  young  one.  I  used  to 
J  him  ftom  time  to  time  in  the  country,  but  more 
^ten  at  the  Carlton  Club.  When  he  saw  me  enter 
he  dmmg-room  he  would  call  me  to  his  table,  and 
m  stentorian  tones  ask  after  the  health  of  aU  my 
lamiJy  m   turn,  much  to  my  confusion  and  to  the 
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visible  entertainment  both  of  members  and  \vaitcr8. 
I  always  remember  him  with  affection,  and  am 
pleased  to  think  that  he  transmitted  to  his  descend- 
ants his  good  looks  and  military  bearing. 

My  sporting  recollections  do  not  stray  far  into 
Warwickshire,  for  it  is  not  to  be  compared  as  a 
shooting  or  a  fishing  county  with  the  real  liomts 
of    such   sports,   but    there    is    excellent    luinting, 
and    though   I    never   regarded  myself  as   a  good 
horseman,  I  have   a   fair   seat   in   the   saddle,  and 
my  enthusiasm  for  the  sport  was  stimulated  by  my 
wife,  who  was  always  very  much  at  home  on  horse- 
back.   For  many  years  we  were  constant  in  oui 
attendance   upon   the   Warwickshire   Hounds,  and 
had  many  a  pleasant  time  with  my  good  old  friend 
the  late  Lord  Willoughby  de  Broke,  whoso  home 
Compton  Vemey,  was  not  far  from  ours.    He  wai 
Master  of  Hounds,  an  absolutely  fearless  rider,  asgoo( 
a  judge  of  hounds  and  country  as  any  man,  anc 
at  the    same   time  of  a   most  engaging   charaetei 
Warm-hearted,  impulsive,  quick-tempered  and  free 
tongued,  he  made  such  an  impression  upon  his  genera 
tion  that  stories  of  what  he  did  and  said  in  th 
hunting-field  are  told  to  this  day  in  WarNvickshin 
We  had  long  been  friends,  and  I  enjoyed  the  smoot 
side  of  his  tongue,  but  I  can  remember  one  occasio 
when  he  fell  foul  of  me.    He  was  my  Colonel  in  th 
Yeomanry,  and  one  day  during  morning  drill  thei 
was  a  sort  of  interval  in  the  proceedings  for  the  pu 
pose  of  calling  over  the  horses  down  for  competitio 
for  the  regimental  prizes  at  the  end  of  training.  It  wi 
one  of  the  occasions  when  a  cigarette  may  be  smoke 
and  a  little  light  refreshment  taken.    It  was  Loi 
Willoughby's  first  year  of  command,  and  I  was  01 
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of  the  senior  captains.    I  had  received  that  morning 
s  command  to  a  ball  at  Buckingham  Palace,  and 
while  horses  were  being  called  over  I  rode    up  to 
him  to  ask.  as  etiquette   required,  that  I  might  be 
granted  leave  to  obey  Her  Majesty's  command.    It 
is  not  always  easy  for  a  young  man  to  remember 
that  his  coinmanding  officer,  though  one  of  his  oldest 
personal  fHonds,   is  in  a  different  position  during 
Yeomanry  training  from  that  which  he  occupies  at 
other  times,  and  I  made  the  bad  slip  of  calling  him 
"  Willoughby,"  instead  of  addressing  him  formally. 
He  looked  me  up  and  down  with  the  utmost  severity 
"Lord  Brooke,"  he  said,  "  I'll  trouble  you  when  you 
address  me  to  call  me  Colonel,  or  Sir,"  and  then, 
without  replying  to  my  request,  turned  his  back  and 
walked  the  other  way.    But  it  was  characteristic  of 
the  man  that  his  sense  of  annoyance  should  subside 
almost  as  quickly  as  it  had  arisen.    In  a  very  little 
while  he  realised  that  the  lapse  had   been  uninten- 
twnal,  the  permission  was  given,  and  for  some  time 
after  that  he  was  more  charming  than  ever.    The 
sporting  world  understood  him  perfectly,  and  never 
fwled  to  admire  his  magnificent  horsemanship  and 
chuckle  over  his  sudden  outbursts. 

We  were  out  cnce  with  the  hounds  and  he  was 
teft  behind— I  don't  knov7  what  had  happened. 
Before  long  the  hounds  checked,  and  the  field  waited 
in  front  of  a  very  stiff  fence  to  allow  the  hounds  to 
pwk  up  scent  on  the  other  side.  Up  rode  Lord 
WUloughby  very  angry  at  being  left  behind,  and 
quite  convinced  that  the  field  was  hesitating  at 
the  fence.  So,  without  seeking  any  further  explana- 
m  than  occurred  to  him  on  the  spur  of  the  moment, 
ne  took  the  fence  in  first-class  style,  and  then  turning 
round  to  his  highly  amused  friends  and  foUowere 
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shouted,  **  Now  come  along,  you  drstardly  cowards ! " 
Of  course  he  soon  found  out  his  mistake,  but  apolo- 
gising was  not  one  of  his  hobbies. 

Sometimes  he  failed  to  recognise  his  friends. 
**  Who's  that  moon-faced  fellow  on  the  bald-faced 
horse  ?  "  he  inquired  audibly  to  a  friend  at  the 
meet  one  morning.  The  "  moon-faced  fellow," 
"  Timmy  '*  Paulet  (Lord  Winchester),  was  a  mar 
he  knew  and  liked. 

On  another  occasion  I  remember  the  lato  Mrs 
Mackay,  an  American  lady,  a  well-known  follower  ol 
the  hunt  and  a  keen  rider,  galloping  rather  too  elos( 
to  hounds.  Nearly  crying  in  his  anger  and  disgust 
Lord  Willoughby  shouted  out :  "  Where  are  yoi 
going,  ma'am,  where  are  you  going  to  ?  I  don't 
blame  you,  ma'am,  but  I  blame  the  infema 
fool  who  sent  you  out."  From  anybody  else  sue! 
comment  would  have  been  disconcerting,  even  in 
tolerable,  but  Lord  'Willoughby  was  really  lovcc 
and  enjoyed  a  very  large  measure  of  licence. 

I  recall  another  occasion  when  oui-  Yeomanrj 
were  being  inspected  on  the  common  at  Warwick 
The  Inspecting  Officer  was  riding  a  rather  unstead; 
cob,  and  when  the  regiment  marched  past  the  salutinj 
point  the  cob  rear^  and  fell  with  him.  He  wa 
picked  up  and  scraped  down,  and  as  the  regimen 
returned  to  Warwick  after  the  inspection,  he  rod 
by  Lord  Willoughby's  side.  "  I'm  afraid  I'm  yer 
dirty,"  he  said,  as  one  who  is  looking  for  a  littl 
sympathy.  "  Dirty  1  I  should  think  you  arc,"  cam 
the  unlooked-for  reply.  "  I'd  grow  a  crop  of  mustar 
and  cress  on  your  back." 

He  did  not  like  innovations  and,  a  real  lover  < 
horses,  took  a  great  dislike  to  the  motor-car  wh( 
it    first    came    in.     I    remember    once    when   Kir 
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Edward  VII.  (then  Prince  of  Wales)  wa»  visiting  us  at 
Warwick  Cattle,  we  made  an  excursion  to  Compton 
Vemey  in  a  motor-car.     The  visit  was  a  complete 
wccess,   but    my    friend's   view   of   the    motor-car 
was  expressed    in   his   looks.    Imagine   his   delight 
when,  as  we  left  and  the  motor  was  being  driven 
up  the  hill  from  his  place,  it  came  to  a  sudden, 
obstinate,  and  undignified  standstill,  and  all  of  us, 
ladies  as  well,  got  down  and  put  our  shoulders  to  the 
wheel  to  push  it  to  the  summit.    In  those  days  of  the 
infancy  of  the  motor-car  such  things  would  happen. 
It  is  well  for  the  motor  industry  that  in  its  young 
career  King  Edward    realised   its  possibilities,   dis- 
cussed them  freely,  and  helped  to  give  the  machines 
their  vogue.    A  Warwickshire  town,  Coventry,  was 
the  cradle  of  the  industry.    For  a  long  time  it  had 
led  the  cycle  industry,  and  I  remember,  as  chairman 
of  a  company  there,  riding  the  first  "  free  wheel " 
and  one  of  the  first  motor-bicycles  in  front  of  the 
factory.    Whether  with  ribbons  or  watches,  bicycles 
or  motor-cars,  Coventry  has   alvays   led  the  way. 
To-day  I  suppose  it  is  doing  a  full  share  in  the  output 
of  munitioni». 

In  those  early  times  I  used  to  think  of  Warwick- 
8liire  as  a  county  full  of  bustle  and  industry,  and 
wonder  how  soon  commerce  would  infringe  upon  the 
hunts'  domains,  while  I  thought  of  Essex  as  a  sort 
of  delightful  Sleepy  Hollow  over  which  all  the  great 
events  of  the  world  beyond  would  pass  unheeded, 
while  men  raised  com,  pursued  sport,  and  lived  the 
pastoral  life.  Now,  as  I  write,  I  can  hear  the  guns 
thundering  on  the  Belgian  coast,  Zeppelins  were  our 
frequent  visitors  until  last  year,  and  raiding  aero- 
planes  pass  withm  sight  of  us  on  their  way  to  London. 
Warwickshire,  on  the  other  hand,  has  seen  none  of 
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the  sights  and  heard  none  of  the  sounds  of  war. 
How  Lord  Willoughby  would  have  chuckled— he  was 
a  real  Warwickshire  man  at  heart. 

Unhappily  his  closing  years  were  fall  of  pain. 
He  sought  relief  from  ilbess  in  a  long  journey  to 
foreign  parts,  and  died  as  his  ship  was  homeward 
bound.  His  son,  the  present  Lord  Willoughby  de 
Broke,  carries  on  both  the  Hunt  and  the  best  tra- 
ditions of  his  house.  My  friend  and  brother  officer, 
I  like  to  think  of  the  pluck  and  spirit  with  which 
he  stood  up  for  the  rights  of  our  order  in  the  years 
when  they  were  first  threatened. 

I  referred  in  an  earlier  chapter  to  one  of  my  brief 
racing  experiences,  when  I  gathered  up  several 
thousands  of  pounds  while  better  judges  of  horse- 
flesh were  left  lamenting,  but  I  forgot  to  say  that 
apart  from  steeplechasers  my  wife  and  I  have  only 
owned  one  race-horse.  This  was  Lucknow,  by  St. 
Angelo  out  of  a  thoroughbred  mare  named  Lii"' 
belonging  to  King  Edward  VII.  Its  career  begar 
by  chance.  Sir  Arthur  Paget  and  Lord  Willoughby 
de  Broke  were  staying  at  Easton,  saw  the  foal,  and 
made  a  match  for  two-year-olds.  Each  was  to 
prov'.ie  a  competitor,  and  the  race  was  to  be  run  at 
Warwick.  We  were  each  to  put  up  £50  for  a  stake. 
We  sent  Lucknow  to  Newmarket  to  be  trained  by 
Richard  Marsh,  and  when  the  time  for  the  race 
came  round  Sir  Arthur  and  Lord  Willoughby  paid 
forfeit,  but  as  Marsh  had  told  us  that  our  horse 
was  uncommonly  speedy  it  was  entered  for  a  good 
race  at  Warwick  while  I  was  in  Ireland.  I  telegraphed 
to  Willie  Low,  asking  him  to  back  it  for  me,  but  he 
was  sometimes  a  little  careless  and  entirely  forgot 
the  commission.    Lucknow  won  easily,  and  I  alone 
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of  my  household  derived  no  benefit  from  the  victory. 
Everybody  else  "  had  a  bit  on,"  my  groom  netted 
£200,  and  many  others  did  well,  for  the  starting  price 
was  7  to  1.  The  horse  then  ran  elsewhere  and 
scored  several  times,  taking  among  other  events 
the  Plantation  Stakes  at  Newmarket,  where  it  beat 
Wildfowler,  a  horse  that,  if  my  memory  serves  me, 
won  the  St.  Leger  later.  Lucknow  was  then  bought 
by  King  Edward  VII.,  who  hoped  to  win  the 
Stewards'  Cup  at  Goodwood  with  it.  Unfortunately 
on  the  morning  of  the  race  it  ran  away  with  its  rider 
at  exercise  and,  though  first  favourite,  just  failed 
to  catch  the  judge's  eye.  After  that  it  won  several 
races  for  the  King.  We  never  had  similar  fortune 
with  another  horse,  though  my  wife  had  several 
steeplechasers  that  did  fairly  well,  including  Deltric, 
which  won  seven  or  eight  times. 

When  my  father-in-law,  the  late  Lord  Rosslyn, 
was  alive,  I  often  met  Lord  Beaconsfield  at  his 
table,  and  well  remember  how  nervous  I  felt  when 
Montagu  Corry  (Lord  Rowton)  first  presented  me 
to  England's  grim  Premier.  He  had  a  kind  heart, 
but  his  tongue  had  a  terribly  sharp  cutting  edge. 
It  is  a  matter  for  great  regret  that  Montagu  Corry 
never  wrote  his  recollections  of  him;  they  would 
have  been  grand  reading.  He  alone  could  have  done 
the  fuU  justice  to  the  task  that  comes  of  intimate 
personal  knowledge.  One  niglit  we  were  all  dining 
at  Lord  Rosslyn's  table,  and  the  ladies  had  gone  to 
the  drawing-room;  conversation  turned  to  Mr.  Glad- 
stone, who,  at  that  moment,  was  conducting  a  whirl- 
wind campaign  in  Midlothian.  Lord  Rosslyn's  de- 
scnption  of  the  G.O.M.  was  terse,  vigorous,  and  a 
trifle  coarse,  but  "  Dizzy  "  capped  it  with  an  agri- 
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cultural  simile  that  set  the  table  in  a  roar.  Ui 
fortunately,  though  it  was  perhaps  very  graphi 
even  apt  from  my  Conservative  point  of  view,  it 
quite  unprintable.  But  if  all  stories  were  printabl 
I  could  tell  some  that  would  create  immense  amus 
ment,  perhaps  sensation. 

Lord  Beaconsfield  and  my  father-in-law  wei 
firm  friends ;  I  think  each  admired  the  other's  gifi 
and  enjoyed  the  exchange  of  witty  sallies.  At 
time  when  the  office  of  Master  of  the  Buck  Hounc 
(a  sinecure,  now  abolished)  was  vacant.  Lord  Rossly 
went  up  to  town  and  called  upon  his  friend  in  Doui 
ing  Street  to  ask  for  the  comfortable  job  whicl 
while  adding  nothing  to  a  man's  labours,  increase 
his  income  appreciably.  The  old  Premier  looked  hii 
up  and  down  for  a  full  minute,  and  at  last  broke  out 
"  It  can't  be  done,  my  dear  Rosslyn ;  it  can't  I 
done.  I  could  not  be  responsible  to  the  Crown  f( 
the  effect  of  your  language  upon  the  pack.  Bi 
don't  be  disappointed.  You  shall  be  Commission! 
to  the  Church  of  Scotland  instead."  Not  only  wj 
this  appointment  made,  but  Lord  Rosslyn  took  n 
with  him  as  his  aide-de-camp,  and  I  think  the  Divin< 
enjoyed  the  highly-seasoned  eloquence  against  whic 
Her  Majesty's  Buck  Hounds  might  not  have  bc( 
proof. 

Another  memory  of  my  poUtical  days  comes  ba( 
to  me  from  the  realms  where  so  many  lie  burie 
Mr.  W.  H.  Smith,  then  First  Lord  of  the  Admiralt 
was  entertaining  a  lai^e  party  to  dinner  in  Whit 
hall.  It  was  a  time  of  monstrous  d^coUetage,  ar 
one  of  the  waiters  behind  my  chair  upset  a  lar| 
dish  of  hot  souffle  down  the  back  of  the  late  Lac 
Howe,  Lord  Randolph  Churchill's  sister,  who  w 
sitting  on  my  left.     She  screamed,  and,  realising  th 
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her  partner  was  not  equal  to  the  emergency,  I  jumped 
from  the  table,  secured  a  large  gravy  spoon,  and 
scooped  from  the  unfortunate  victim  as  much  of 
the  sou£9^  as  was  retrievable. 

Shortly  after  I  had  succeeded  m  winning  the 
hard-fought    Colchester    election    for     my    party, 
Jimmy  Lowther  asked   me  to   speak   at  a  public 
dinner  in  the  Isle  of  Thanet.    I  don't  remember  much 
about  it  except  that  "  Lord  "  Geoige  Sanger  was  in 
the  chair.    The  enterprising  menagerie  man  attracted 
me;  I  found  him  a  very  amusing  fellow,  and  when, 
some  time  afterwards,  he   came  to  Warwick  and 
established  his  circus  in  a  great  open  space  near  the 
town,  I  went  to  see  him  with  a  friend  who  happened 
to  be  staying  with  me  at  the  Castle.    He  made  us 
very  welcome,  and  said,  "  I've  something  here,  m'Lord 
that  is  bound  to  interest  you."    He  led    the  way 
past  several  elephants  and  giraffes,  under  which  I 
seem  to  remember  we  had  to  crawl,  until  at  length  we 
came  to  a  great  bulk  covered  with  a  tarpauhn.     This 
last  he  ordered  a  man  to  remove,  displaying   what 
seemed  to  be  in  point  of  gilding  the  most  gorgeous 
coach  ever  seen.     "  D'ye   recognise   it,    m'Lord  ?  "■ 
he  asked,  and  I  confessed  that  I  did  not.     "  It  is 
your  old  family  coach,"  he  told  me  triumphantly. 
When  your  father  died  I  bought  it  for  a  fiver,  and 
had  It  gilded.    I  hope  you  think  I've  done  it  well." 
1  admitted  it  was  more  gorgeous  than  when  I  had 
known  it  more  intimately.    "  But  what  do  you  do 
with  It  ?  "  I  asked  him.     "  Do  with  it  ?  "  he  re- 
peated.    "  Why,  Lady  George  an'  me  rides  in  it,  of 
course,  at  the  end  of  the  percession." 

I  can  recall,  at  the  back  of  our  stables  at  War- 
wick, a  long  shed  with  half  a  dozen  old  family  coaches 
and  travelling    carriages,   of   pre-railway    days,  all 
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fallen  from  grace,  to  say  nothing  of  varnish,  th( 

leather  rotting  and  uncared  for,  their  trappings  loi 

strangers  to  smartness.     My  memory  travels  ba* 

to  the  days  when  I  was  a  little  lad,  and  travelh 

with  my  parents  in  some  of  them.     There  is  a  pcrso 

ality  about  these  old  family  carriages.     Once  thi 

were  intimate  friends,  and  very  costly  in  constructio 

a  reflection  of  the  slow  but  easy  times  for  which  tb 

were   built,   but   progress   waved   them    aside,  ai 

fashion  consigned  them  to  oblivion.      When  I  was 

boy  my  parents  used  to  take  their  own  travcUii 

carriage  to  the  Continent,  with  a  courier,  \vho  m 

on  a    horse  and  wore  on  one  sleeve  a  large  sih' 

crest  with   our  arms,  the  Bear  and  Ragged  Sta 

embossed  upon  it.    He  would  ride  ahead  to  ord 

relays  of  horses,  choose  rooms,  and  see  to  our  comfo: 

A  fierce  little   man  named  Neighbour,  who  spo 

many  languages,  cultivated    a    big  moustache  ai 

whiskers  to  mateh ;   I  think  he  must  have  helped 

create  the  caricatures  of  the  typical  Englishman 

which  the  Continent  used  to  take  delight.    I  am  si 

he  had  a  secret  contempt  for  all  foreigners.    In  th( 

days,  before  the  mountains  leading  into  Italy  kn 

a  tunnel,  Alwyne  and  I,  travelling  home  from  Itj 

with  our  nurses  in  that  courier's  charge,  were  up 

in  the  deep  snow,  and  he  dug  us  out,  so  we  owe  h 

our  thanks  and  our  memory. 

Before  the  P.L.M.  railway  was  built  I  rememl 
travelling  from  Marseilles  to  Nice  with  my  parei 
in  a  vetturino  drawn  by  four  horses.  My  father  a 
mother  were  inside,  and  servants  were  on  the  I: 
with  the  coachman,  while  Alwyne  and  I  sat  at  < 
parents'  feet  on  little  stools,  and  were  very  hot  a 
uncomfortable.  The  journey  was  long — several  di 
— and  we  were  both  glad  to  reach  the  end.    After  1 
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railway  had  been  completed  I  went  to  Cannes  with 
my  parents,  travelling  in  the  same  train  with  the 
great  Lord  Brougham,  then  a  very  old  man.  There 
was  one  of  his  family,  a  boy  about  my  own  age,  who 
travelled  with  him;  I  forget  his  real  name,  I  knew  him 
only  as  "  Plum  Pudding."  He  spent  his  time  flutter- 
ing things,  mostly  eatable,  on  a  long  string  outside 
the  window.  I  remember  being  taken  to  see  Lord 
Brougham  and  having  tea  with  him  in  the  beautiful 
villa  that  still  belongs  to  his  descendants.  He  may 
claim  to  have  given  Cannes  its  earliest  popularity 
among  English  people. 

I  think  that  the  last  time  one  of  our  family  coaches 
was  used  was  at  the  Coronation  of  King  Edward  VII., 
when  my  virife  and  elder  daughter  rode  in  it.  I  applied' 
to  the  police  to  know  whether  it  .would  be  de  rigueur 
if  I  went  in  a  motor-brougham,  and  was  agreeably 
surprised  to  learn  that  they  would  welcor^r  it,  as  old 
coaches  were  so  difficult  to  move  out  of  the  way. 
Sic  transit  gloria. 

I  was  reminded  of  the  changes  I  have  lived 
through  when  a  few  years  ago  my  brother  Alwyne 
and  I  went  from  Paris  to  Rome.  Our  earhest  journey 
to  Italy  together  had  been  one  of  those  I  have 
described;  now  we  travelled  in  a  luxurious  car, 
visiting  some  of  the  most  famous  of  the  chateaux 
of  the  Loire,  and  travelUng  by  Lyons  and  Tours. 
One  would  not  see  coaches  in  use  anywhere  to-day, 
I  suppose,  except  in  Spain,  a  country  I  do  not  know 
weU.  I  once  had  a  chance  of  making  its  acquaintance 
under  specially  favourable  auspices,  for  my  father-in- 
H  Lord  Rosslyn,  was  commissioned  to  take  the 
Orier  of  the  Garter  to  the  late  King  Alfonso 
Xn.  of  Spain.  He  asked  me  to  go  as  his  aide-de- 
camp, and  as  several  of  my  friends,  includmg  Colonel 
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Seymour  Wynne  Finch  and  Colonel  Bridgeman,  wei 
of  the  party,  I  should  have  enjoyed  myself,  so 
accepted  the  invitation  with  enthusiasm.  Unforti 
nately  influenza  decided  to  call  upon  me  for  a  rath( 
prolonged  visit  at  the  critical  moment,  and  I  ha 
to  be  left  behind.  Lord  Rosslyn  had  the  keenes 
eye  for  effect,  and  on  his  way  through  Paris  bougl 
from  the  French  Government  some  of  the  lal 
Emperor's  State  coaches.  With  these  he  mad 
an  immense  impression  on  the  Madrilenos,  an 
several  of  the  Ambassadors  made  a  point  of  ridin 
with  him. 

I  visited  Madrid  m  later  years,  almost  by  chanci 
from  Biarritz,  where  I  was  staying  with  my  elder  so 
in  years  before  it  had  become  the  fashionable  reso: 
it  is  to-day.  The  city  was  ablaze  with  flamboyai 
posters  annoimcing  a  great  fight  in  the  Plaza  d 
Toros  between  a  bull  and  a  couple  of  lion 
Nothing  would  satisfy  my  son  but  that  we  shoul 
go,  so  I  took  him.  The  fight  was  fixed  for  t\ 
Sunday,  but  on  that  day  the  rain  fell  with  tropic 
violence,  and  the  event  was  postponed  till  the  Monda; 
when  we  found  the  Uons  caged  in  a  considerab 
enclosure,  to  the  entrance  of  which  a  bull  was  coi 
veyed  in  a  covered  cart.  The  spectacle,  a  debasii 
one  at  best,  was  a  complete  failure.  The  bull  toss( 
both  lions  without  doing  more  than  frighten  then 
they  crouched  in  their  comers,  refusing  to  raov 
and  that  part  of  the  performance  was  at  an  en 
I  had  previously  seen  bull-fights  in  Mexico,  ai 
hated  them  on  account  of  the  revolting  trcatme 
of  the  horses.  The  one  thing  that  appealed  to  r 
in  the  Madrid  ring  was  the  extraordinary  skill  of 
man  who  walked  in  the  arena  between  the  eours 
selling  lovely  oranges.    His  clients  called  from  1 
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parts  and  he  threw  the  oranges  with    great  skill 
and  amazing  accuracy  to  each  and  all.    I  believe 
the  bulls  of  the  Dukes  of  Veragua  and  other  famous 
breeders  are  wonderiul  animals  to-day,  but  years 
ago  they  were  poor  things.    My  wife's  father,  Colonel 
Maynard  of  the  Blues,  one  of  the  strongest  and  most 
athletic  men  in  the  Army,  and  one  of  the  best  fencers 
at  Angelo's  famous  establishment,  was  at  a  bull-fight 
in  Spain  when  one  of  the  bulls  proved  master  of  the 
situation.    Colonel  Maynard  leaped  into  the  arena, 
avoided  the  bull's  rush,  jumped  on  his  back,  and 
rode  round  the  arena  with  him  amid  the  howls  and 
curses  of  the  crowd,  who  felt  that  the  Englishman 
was  belittling  their  bloody  pastime.    Not  unnatur- 
ally when  we  wax  critical  about  bull-fighting,  Spaniards 
talk  of  our  pigeon-shooting  and  the  pursuit  of  the 
fox.    You  can't  eliminate  cruelty  from  sport. 

When  I  was  in  Madrid  with  my  son  we  were 
much  indebted  to  the  Ambassador,  Sir  Drummond 
Wolff,  who  entertained  us  most  kindly  and  took  us 
to  see  a  game  well  worth  playing—  pelota.  It  is  a 
splendid  pastime  for  very  young  men;  none  who 
have  left  their  first  youth  behind  them  may  venture 
to  take  a  hand. 

The  Ambassador  prided  himself  on  his  champagne, 
and  I  think  in  this  his  judgment  stood  alone.  One 
day  he  demanded  our  candid  opinion  of  it.  We 
became  politely  evasive,  our  conscience  and  our 
manners  having  fought  a  drawn  battle,  but  one  of 
his  secretaries  suggested  that  it  was  a  splendid 
champagne  for  a  ladies'  croquet  party,  and  the  chief 
was  not  a  bit  pleased. 

Nothing  in  Madrid  impressed  me  so  greatly  as 
the  magnificent  Royal  Armoury,  round  which  I 
was  taken  by  its  enthusiastic  and  learned  custodian. 
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the  Count  of  Casa  Valencia.  There  is  in  the  Armer 
a  marvellous  hand-painted  catalogue  of  the  piece 
many  of  which  were  taken  from  Madrid  in  the  tin 
of  Napoleon  I.  Only  the  catalofi^ie  availed  to  tra 
them  at  sales  in  London  and  Paris,  and  I  was  to 
that  the  Queen  Mother,  Maria  Christina,  widow 
Alfonso  XII.,  had  been  enabled  to  collect  ar 
return  to  the  Armeria  several  beautiful  pieces.  Tl 
armour  in  Madrid  and  the  old  Royal  carriages 
Lisbon  are  the  things  I  remember  best  and  admii 
most  in  Europe  south  of  the  Pyrenees. 


Once  when  we  were  entertaining  a  large  hous 
party  at  Warwick,  that  remarkable  bandmaster  ar 
composer,  John  Philip  Sousa,  brought  his  orchcsti 
to  Leamington.  We  all  went  there  and  were  1 
pleased  with  the  performance  that  when  it  was  ov 
I  asked  Mr.  Sousa  if  he  would  come  back  to  tl 
Castle  with  his  company  and  give  uc  a  concert  thcr 
It  was  a  cold  wintry  night,  hardly  one  on  which  i 
extra  journey  could  have  been  a  pleasure,  but  M 
Sousa  and  his  company  were  all  good  sportsiner 
they  greeted  the  suggestion  with  pleasure,  and  \ 
all  set  off.  We  got  brakes  to  bring  the  players  ai 
instruments,  but  the  frost  was  vcr>'  keen,  and  tl 
horses  could  not  convey  their  load  over  the  rath 
high-pitched  bridge  that  spans  the  Avon  by  tl 
Castle  side.  So  they  had  to  get  out  and  walk- 
further  trial.  However,  men  and  instrununts,  co 
ductor  and  audience  were  gathered  togetlur  at  la 
in  t'-c  big  hall,  and  that  late  concert  was  as  ddightl 
as  iL  was  unexpected.  Although  the  band  was 
powerful,  Mr.  Sousa  at  once  grasped  the  acousl 
properties  of  the  hall,  and  controlled  his  means 
the   desired   end.     After  the   concert  came  a  ve 
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merry  supper  party.  Some  time  after  his  return  to 
America  the  gifted  conductor  was  so  good  as  to 
send  me  a  box  of  "  Sousa  Cigars."  In  all  courtesy 
and  gratitude  I  am  compelled  to  say  he  is  a  better 
judge  of  music. 

There  used  to  be  great  fun  at  Warwick  in  the 
Old  days  when  it  seemf^d  as  though  there  were  no 
changes  commg  to  the  world,  and  that  the  thing  that 
had  been  was  as  the  thing  that  would  be.     Life  may 
have  been  careless  as  well  as  gay,  but  it  was  a  very 
friendly  and  gracious  affair-or  so  it  seemed  to  me. 
The  Warwickshire  Hunt  Ball  was  probably  the  best 
in  the  kingdom,  and  we  all  looked  forward  to  it  with 
keenest  interest.     It  was  held  in  the  Shire  Hall,  and 
here  used  to  be  house-parties  for  it  in  all  the  country 
houses  round,  and  many  a  pleasant  little  dance  before 
and  after     I  always  thought  that  the  red  coats  of  the 
Hunt  looked  at  their  best  amid  the  armour  and  other 
warhke  equipment  of  the  Castle.     At  one  of  these 
preliminary  dances  I  remember  Mrs.   Menzies,   now 
Lady  Holford,    was   staying  with  us.     An   exceed- 
ing y  pretty  woman,   she  had  exquisite  golden  hair 
tha  was  said  to  fall  to  her  knees.  A  conspiracy  was^t 
on  foot  to  find  out  if  this  was  true.     So,  as  tlfe  danc« 

Uhl?:,T-"«!'*"^"*^''"^    ^^"^^^   »^t^r   another 
abstracted  a  hair-pm  until  at  last  the  whole  beautiful 

ructure  gave  way.     There  was  a  glorious  golden 

fe  tn.th    "'!i*  lu  P^"^  *^"*  "^"^^"^  h«d  spoken 
the  truth,    and    the   poor   lady   fled    to    her   room 

pursued  as  far  as  the  entmnee  to  the  hall  by  a  s"re 

rth?i.TT.'P.^'''^^^^      ^'^^^'^t   friend  of 
fSp      ^f'J'!''^  ^«'"^«'  drew  an  excellent  sketch 
Of  the  incident  m  our  Visitors'  Book. 
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4  T  the  time  of  writing  there  has  bc(  n  some  li 

/\  talk  about  the  advantage  of  republican  ir 

J.    J^tutions ;  I  think  it  was  started  by  my  virsi 

neighbour,  Mr.H.  G.  Wells,  who  has  lately  distovtr 

new  God,  and  after  such  an  achievement  can  find  1: 

trouble  in  discovering  a  new  constitution .  I  have  h( 

republican  utterances  all  my  life,  never  vtry  1 

or  even  very  serious,  and  I  am  inclined  to  think  i 

they  help  to  justify  the  privilege  of  fn  e  speech 

we  all  enjoy  in  normal  times.    It  only  needs  re  pub! 

talk  to  enforce  the  truth  that  our  vast  (ongloi 

ate  Empire  must  have  a  head,  and  that  a  nionarc 

a  focus  of  loyalty  is  far  more  effective  than  any  I 

of  gentlemen,   however  respectable,   elected  on 

strictest  democratic  franchise.     I  do  not  think 

constitutional    and    limited    monarchy    needs 

defence,  nor,  if  it   did,   should  I  presume  to 

myself    hastily   as   a  defender;    but   I  v.ould 

to    say    something    of    the    fashion   in   ^vhie•h 

Royal  family  performs   its  duties,  and,  perhap 

this  regard  I   can   write  with  a  certain  authc 

for  since  I   was  a  boy   I   have   been  privilege 

see  at  close  range  some  of  the  work  that  l!o] 

performs. 

To  be  sure.  Queen  Victoria  was  seldom  see 
public,  but,  as  her  Ministers  would  ha\e  test 
she  had  an  intimate  knowledge  of  all  the  \voi 
the  State,  and  never  spared  he  rself.     No  hours 
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too  long  to  give  to  the  p&pcn  ond  problems  that 
came  before  her,  and  her  judgment  was  as  sound 
u  her  will  was  strong.  Her  memory  was  good,  she 
wai  very  thorough,  and  she  expected  much  from 
her  Ministers.  In  fact,  it  may  be  said  that  as  the 
years  passed,  her  great  age,  her  vast  experience,  and 
the  mfluence  she  wielded  throughout  Europe,  all 
tended  to  make  her  a  little  autocratic,  the  truth 
being  that  in  very  many  cases  she  was  better  informed 
than  her  cleverest  advisers,  who  had  not  equal 
access  to  Continental  information.  Not  only  was  she 
very  greatly  concerned  for  the  Empire's  welfare,  but 
she  insisted  that  all  her  family  should  take  its  share 
of  the  burdens  of  public  life,  and  it  became  the  rule 
for  her  children  to  sacrifice  their  ease  and  leisure 
without  comment  or  complaint,  even  to  vie  with  one 
another  in  doing  it. 

Queen  Victoria  set  a  high  standard  o  uty,  and 
if  she  shrank  from  the  procession  and  the  platform 
»he  was  never  absent  from  the  Council  Chamber 
whether  at  Buckingham  Palace,  Osborne  House,  or 
Balmoral.  I  saw  something  of  her  strenuous  life 
for  myself,  and  Prince  Leopold,  Duke  of  Albany,  told 
me  more,  for  though  he  could  not  take  a  large  part 
in  affairs  he  was  always  at  his  mother's  call,  and  the 
service  was  exacting  to  one  so  delicate.  He  never 
wmplained,  and  indeed  his  own  regret  was  that  his 
strength  lagged  behind  his  will. 

We  read  much  about  the  fulbiess  of  the  life 
enjoyed  by  King  Edward  VII.  as  Prince  of  Wales 
but  M  soon  as  he  had  authority  he  attended  to  his 
^old  duties  no  less  scrupulously  than  his  mother 
tod  attended  to  hers,  and  his  capacity  for  work 
was  hardly  less  than  his  wonderful  power  of  graspinff 
the  essential  points  of  a  document,  a  debate,  or  I 
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situation,  and  seeing  a  solution  to  problems  tlmt  h; 
hitherto  appeared  insoluble. 

I  think  I  may  say,  without  fear  of  contntdictii 
from  any  qualified  to  express  an  opinion,  that  Que 
Victoria  and  her  descendonts  have  bctn  dc  votid 
the  public  service,  and  have  given  thenisdvis 
most  unstinted  fashion  to  all  worthy  causes.  Th 
have  all  been  worse  off  in  point  of  leisure  and  la 
than  the  average  country  gentleman  who  live  s  upi 
the  proceed?  of  a  few  thousand  acres,  and  has  on 
to  appear  now  and  again  at  Quarter  SessioMs  or  iipi 
the  public  platform.  He  can  do  what  he  )ik(s  ai 
go  where  he  pleases.  Royalty  is  not  so  am  11  off,  ai 
I  have  often  noticed  how  completely  iiundjirs 
our  Royal  family  have  regarded  theiusdvts 
pledged  to  the  public  service.  After  a  v(ry  litl 
while  public  functions  must  lose  a  great  i)nrt  of  tlu 
early  glamour,  one  is  terribly  like  anotlu  r,  and  tl 
strain  upon  those  who  must  attend  scores  in  the  cour 
of  a  year,  and  take  an  active  and  intelligc  nt  intcn^ 
in  them  all,  cannot  be  light.  It  seems  to  rnc  th 
the  great  majority  of  the  good  causes  I  sa\v  advanct 
in  the  Victorian  era  owed  not  a  little  of  tlu  ir  siiccc 
to  the  Queen  and  her  children.  Of  King  Kdwanl 
devotion  to  public  duty  it  is  hard  to  say  too  niucl 
it  is  said  that  on  the  day  of  his  deatli  he  gave  t 
audience,  the  faithful  servant  of  the  State  e\  on  ua 
the  end.  To  all  of  us  who  have  been  privileged 
see  how  the  Royal  house  works  to  fulfd  its  niissio 
and  how  the  knowledge  of  its  fidility  to  a  grc 
tradition  has  spread  to  the  ends  of  the  (arth,  r 
publican  talk,  even  in  these  excited  and  unccrta 
days,  seems  anything  but  serious. 

It  is  not  for   me  to   anticipate  or  predict  tl 
public  verdict,  even  though  in  my  own  mind  I  am  «( 
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MWied  of  ita  terms,  but  I  tak  ?  pleasure  in  pointing 
out,  after  nearly  half  a  century's  close  association 
with  existing  conditions,  that  our  monarchy  Iws 
"plsyed  the  game."  Within  the  strict  limits  of  the 
eonititution  I  have  seen  one  queen  and  two  kings 
kbouring  steadfastly,  unostentatiously  and  unspar- 
ingly for  the  good  of  the  State,  suppressing  personal 
predilections,  sacrificin'?  ease,  scorning  delights,  and 
living  laborious  days.  In  no  class  of  life  and  in  no 
circumstance  could  anybody  do  more.  It  is  said 
that  when  King  Charles  II.  was  told,  in  a  rhymed 
epitaph  put  before  him  for  a  jest,  that  he  never 
laid  a  foolish  thing  and  never  did  a  wise  one,  he 
replied  that  he  took  the  criticism  for  a  compli- 
ment, for  hiff  words  were  his  own,  but  his  actions 
were  his  Miiu   era*. 

I  think  that  those  who  have  been  honoured  with 
the  Royal   confidence   might   be   able   to   indicate 
many  measures,  passed  since  the  twentieth  century 
wai  bom,  that  have  done  nothing  to  strengthen  the 
kingdom,   and   must   have   been   opposed    by    the 
whole  weight  of  experience   of   the    constitutional 
ruler  who  signed  them.    Perhaps  if  it  were  proper 
for  me  to  do  so  I  could  suggest  one  or  two  cases  to 
ilhwtrate  my  meaning,  but  I  am  inclined  to  think  it 
tt  better  not  to  do  so.    My  purpose  in  writing  this 
chapter  is  not  to  proclaim  my  own  sincere  conviction 
hat  we  owe  much  to  Royalty,  and  that  it  has  justified 
the  pubhc  confidence  and  affection,  but    to  record 
jome  memories  of  Queen  Victoria,  her  children  and 
Her  grandchildren.     Only    because   there    has    been 
Jome  republican  talk  of  late  have  I  prefaced  these 
light  recoUections  with  a   sincere  tribute  to  those 
Who  have  ruled  in  my  time  for  the  exceUcnce  of  the 
Krvice  they  have  rendered. 
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I  first  met  the  Prince  of  Wales  (King  Edward 
VII.)  when  I  was  quite  a  young  man,  and  was 
elected  a  member  of  the  Marlborough  Club  whercir 
most  of  his  friends  were  to  be  found.  My  fathci 
was  a  strict  disciplinarian — the  modem  child  dots 
not  understand  the  full  meaning  of  the  tcrni— and 
his  control  over  his  children  was  very  real.  When 
he  heard  I  had  been  elected  he  sent  for  nic  and  said 
that  the  Marlborough  was  a  card-playing  tlub,  that 
the  temptation  of  cards  to  a  young  man  was  vcrj 
great,  that  he  did  not  propose  that  I  should  be 
submitted  to  it,  and  consequently  I  must  withdraw 
my  name.  It  was  my  father's  habit  to  lay  down 
the  law  to  his  children,  and  it  was  his  children'! 
habit  to  render  unquestioning  obedience.  No  othei 
attitude  was  possible.  When  the  Prinee  came  to 
hear  what  had  happened  he  was  most  kind  and 
considerate.  He  told  me  that  I  had  been  proposed 
as  a  member  with  his  full  approval,  and  that  it  was 
his  wish  for  me  to  join.  Consequently  he  himsell 
would  put  my  name  down  again  so  that  I  mighl 
come  up  for  election  when  I  was  a  year  or  two  older 
and  my  father  felt  justified  in  giving  his  consent 
So  it  came  about.  In  a  little  while  my  father  agreec 
to  my  becoming  a  member,  and  I  was  elected  on  thf 
Prince's  nomination. 

King  Edward  always  attracted  me.  llis  person 
ality  was  not  only  outstanding,  it  was  arresting 
and  he  had  the  art  of  being  very  friendly  withoul 
forgetting,  or  allowing  even  his  intimates  to  forget 
his  position  and  responsibilities.  He  was  never  a1 
a  loss  for  the  right  word  01  the  correct  action;  thos( 
who  served  him  were  devoted  to  him.  Vou  alwayi 
felt  that  in  honouring  him  you  were  honouring  th( 
position  he  occupied,  and  that  he  received  the  resped 


Memories  of  the  Reigning  House  265 

tendered  to  him  on  the  State's  behalf.  He  delighted 
in  performing  kind  act:  ns,  they  may  be  said  to  have 
been  his  hobby ;  and  while  as  a  host  he  could  anticipate 
every  possible  want  of  his  guests,  as  a  guest  he  was 
most  affable,  courteous  and  responsive.  He  appre- 
ciated everything  that  was  done  for  his  comfort,  and 
had  the  gift  of  setting  everybody,  whether  prince 
or  ploughman,  at  their  ease.  We  are  a  democratic 
people,  and  ours  is  a  democratic  age,  but  in  spite  of 
the  times  and  their  tendencies  Edward  VII.  was 
every  inch  a  king.  His  word  was  law  in  the  social 
world,  where  he  wielded  an  enormous  influence  with 
wisdom  and  discretion,  never  so  happy  as  when  he 
could  reconcile  differences  and  restore  harmony. 

I  was  shooting  at  Crichel,  in  Dorsetshire,  with  the 
late  Lord  Alington,  and  one  day  I  think  I  took  more 
lunch  than  was  really  good  for  me.     Certainly  a  great 
many  birds  that  should  have  been  shot  were  not, 
and  once  or  twice  I  found  myself  merely  disturbing 
their  long  tail  feathers.     My  valet,  a  rather  pompous 
chap,  was  loading  for  me,  and  he  saw  what  was 
happening  as  well  as  I  did.     But  I  suppose  he  wished 
to  express  himself  very  poUtely,  for  he  remarked  : 
1  think  the  pheasants  are  swishing  their  tails  in 
defiance  of  your  Lordship."     I    was  not   bent  on 
hading  excuse^,   for    myself;    every   shooting    man 
knows  that  he  has  his  bad  days ;  and  I  think  the  long 
shooting  lunch   is   a   mistake,    particularly   in   line 
weather.    When  the  days  are  cold  and  windy  and 
wet,  a  good  hot  meal  is  necessary  for  those  who 
are  no  longer  young,  but  the  modem  tendency  to 
serve  a  miniature  banquet  at  one  o'clock  would  have 
provoked  our  fathers  to  laughter. 
The  Prince  of  Wales  was  visiting  Crichel  on  the 
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occasion  of  which  I  am  writing,  and  Lord  Alingtoi 
had  interested  him  in  truffle  hunting.  In  Dorsitshire 
as  in  Sussex,  truffles  can  be  found  under  beecli  am 
some  other  trees,  and  Lord  Alington  had  brough 
from  Salisbury  a  locally  celebrated  truffle  hunte 
and  his  dogs,  one  of  them  a  very  clever  Maltes 
poodle.  After  breakfast  one  morning  we  all  wen 
out  to  see  the  dogs  work  in  the  gardens  and  park 
It  was  quite  interesting.  The  dogs  would  scent  i 
truffle  and  would  then  scratch  at  the  ground  unti 
they  had  uncovered  their  quarry ;  it  would  only  l 
a  few  inches  below  the  surface.  The  truffle  mou1< 
then  be  bagged  and  the  dog  rewarded.  We  found 
large  number,  and  the  Prince  congratulated  Lon 
Alhigton  very  heartily.  Nobody  seemed  to  suspect 
as  I  did,  that  the  truffles  had  been  found  previousl] 
and  buried  lightly  in  selected  places  round  the  housi 
in  order  to  show  good  sport  to  the  guests. 

Once  when  shooting  at  Crichel  I  remember  i 
pheasant  killed  by  the  Prince  of  Wales  falling  sud 
denly  on  the  Dowager  Lady  Westmorland's  forehead 
she  was  the  mother-in-law  of  my  wife's  sister,  an( 
one  of  the  most  charming  and  plucky  ladies  of  ou 
party.  John  Porter,  the  trainer,  standing  by,  caugh 
her  in  his  arms.  The  blow  at  the  time  must  hav 
been  terrible,  but  she  had  the  courage  to  appear  a 
dinner  in  spite  of  a  fearful  bruise. 

I  was  one  of  the  house-party  at  Waddesdo: 
Manor,  the  late  Baron  Ferdinand  de  Rothschild' 
wonderful  country  seat  in  Buckinghamshire,  whei 
King  Edward,  then  Prince  of  Wales,  met  with  th 
unfortunate  accident  that  broke  his  knee-cap.  I 
was  on  the  Monday  morning,  the  little  company  ha( 
gathered  for  a  week-end,  and   I   was  out  early  am 
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sitting  on  a  chair  in  front  of  the  house  talking  to 
one  of  the  guests— I  can't  remember  to  whom.     Sud- 
denly the  butler  came  out  and  asked  anxiouslv  if 
I  knew  where  the  Baron  was.    I  replied  that  I  had 
not  yet  seen  him.  and  asked  if  anything  was  amiss. 
as  the  poor  man  was  greatly  agitated.     "  I  fear." 
he  replied,  "  that  the  Prince  of  Wales  has  met  with 
a  bad  accident.    He  slipped  heavily  on  the  spiral 
staircase,  and  is  now  sitting  down  there  unable  to 
move."    I  hurried  into  the  house,  and  found  the 
Prince  where  the  butler  had  left  him,  sitting  on  a 
step  of  the  main  circular  staircase.    He  smiled  re- 
assuringly at  mc,  though  I  could  see  at  a  glance 
that  he  must  be  in  great  pain,  and    -id  :    "  I  fear 
I've  broken  something  in  my  leg ;    my  foot  slipped. 
and  as  I  fell  I  heard  a  bone  crack."     Two  servants 
came  up   at  this   moment   bearing  a    long  invahd 
chair,  and  fearing  from  what  the  Princ     said  that  he 
had  split  or  broken  his  knee-cap,  I  tied  his  leg  straight 
out  to  one  of  the  parallel  carrying  poles.     Then  the 
local  doctor  arrived,  and  the  Prince  was  allowed  to 
sit  on  a  sofa  with  his  leg  down,  to  have  his  break- 
ast  before  leaving  for  town.     I  have  always  thought 
that  but  for   the   severe   strain    involved    by    the 
straightened  leg   the    subsequent    ilbess  would   not 
have  been  so  long  or  so  difficult,   but  I  will  not 
blame  the  doctor.     The  Prince  was  ever  the  kind- 
hest  of  men,  and  his  great  anxiety  was  to  reassure 
Uaron  Ferdinand,    who    was    so   grieved    to   think 
that  his  illustrious   visitor   should   have   met   with 
a  serious  accident  under  his  roof.    As  long  as  he 
could  reassure  his  host  and  his  friends  the  Prince 
would  not  think  of  himself.    Here  was  one  of  the 
causes  of  the  extraordinary  ascendency  he  had  over 
au  sorts  and  conditions  of  men ;   it  helps  to  explain 
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why  he  was  loved  for  his  own  sake,  and  not  nierol 
for  the  power  and  influence  he  wielded  Nvith  sue 
sure  vision  and  wise  instinct. 

I  suppose  that  it  is  a  comparatively  rare  occui 

rence  to  meet  with  an  accident  that  results  in  tl: 

breaking  of  a  knee-cap,  but,  oddly  cnougli,  I  w£ 

to  meet  with  another  case  only  a  few  months  late 

My  eldest  son,  Guy  (Lord  Brooke),  returned  froi 

the    Boer    War,    and   in   celebration   of  his  Iioiik 

coming    my   sister.    Lady   Eva,    and   her   husbanc 

Colonel  Frank  Dugdale,  gave  a  dinner-party  at  the 

house  in  town.     Mr.  and  Mrs.  Miller  Mundy  wei 

among  the  guests  on  the  occasion.     After  dinner  ^v 

all  went  to  the  Wild  West  Show,  and  remained  to  tli 

end.    Coming  out,  Mrs.  Mundy  Wii:j  walking  betwee 

me  and  my  son,  and,  before  either  of  us  eould  assis 

her,  she  slipped  on  the  cocoanut  matting.    As  sli 

touched  the  ground  I  heard  a  bone  crack,  and  sli 

said  she  feared  she  had  broken  her  kg.     We  earrie 

her  to  Mr.  Kiralfy's  room,  and  I  hurried  off  to  fin 

a   doctor.     Returning   with   one   I   found  a    polic 

inspector  making  a  note  of  the  accident.    The  docto: 

after  brief  examination,  found  the  knee-cap  broker 

and  we  searched  in  vain  for  an  ambulance  to  tak 

her  back  to  her  house   in  Hill  Street.    Finally 

stretcher  was  forthcoming,    one   of  the  kind  use 

by  the  police  to  convey  to  the  station  people  wh 

are  i^  the  state  known  to  the  law  as  "  drunk  an 

incapable,"   and   while   some   of  the   party  accon 

panied  the  unfortimate  lady  on  her  painful  and  tedioi 

journey,  Mr.  Mundy  and  I  went  off  to  Hiii  Street  \ 

prepare  for  her  coming  and  call  in  a  specialist. 

was  a  Saturday  night,  and  all  the  great  ones  of  tl 

Cavendish  Square  area  seemed  to  be  out  of  towi 

At  last  Sir  WiUiam  Bennett  was  found,  and  lie  ask( 
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me  to  go  to  Shepherd's  Bush  and  find  a  very  skilled 
nurse  on  whom  he  relied.  I  went  off  to  that  dark 
and  distant  neighbourhood,  and  groped  about  among 
dim  streets  \mtil  I  found  her  house,  and  carried 
her  off  in  triumph  at  1.80  a.m.  On  returning  to 
Hill  Street  we  found  another  nurse  installed,  but 
Mr.  Mundy  recognised  the  new-comer's  zeal  so  gener- 
ously that  she  went  home  quite  happily  in  the  wee 
small  hours.  The  Prince,  as  we  all  know,  made  a 
complete  recovery  from  his  accident;  I  am  afraid 
that  Mrs.  Mundy  was  not  so  lucky,  and  still  suffers 
a  little  from  the  bad  result  of  that  home-coming 
celebration. 

I  found  myself  one  year  President  of  the  Bir- 
mingham Hospital,  and  the  guest  of  Lord  Calthorpe 
a  little  way  out  of  the  city.  I  had  been  invited  to 
meet  the  Prince  of  Wales,  who  was  to  open  a  new 
wing  of  the  hospital.  At  the  opening  ceremony  it 
was  my  duty  to  read  the  Address  to  His  Royal  High- 
ness, and  we  then  adjourned  to  the  Town  Hall, 
where  the  Lord  Mayor  was  holding  a  great  reception. 
The  Prince  engaged  me  in  conversation  as  I  walked 
with  him  down  the  centre  of  the  hall,  'and  I  was 
suddenly  conscious  of  an  uncomfortable  feeling  about 
the  end  of  one  trouser  leg.  I  glanced  down  and  saw 
a  rather  gaudy-looking  piece  of  silk  peeping  out  over 
the  edge  of  the  trouser.  I  realised  instantly  what 
had  unfortunately  happened — a  careless  footman, 
in  brushing  my  trousers,  had  forgotten  to  shake 
out  one  of  the  socks  I  had  worn  on  the  previous 
day.  Obviously  in  a  few  seconds  it  would  be  lying 
on  the  floor  in  my  tracks,  exposed  to  public  view. 
With  a  quick  and  sudden  effort  I  stooped  do^vn, 
picked  up  the  offendinj  sock,  crushed  it  in  my  hand. 
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and  conveyed  it  to  my  pocket,  convinced  that  nobod 
had  seen  the  exposure.     But  the  voice  at  my  sid 

paused  for  a  moment  to  say,   "  You  d d  slovenl 

fellow,"  and  then  resumed  the  thread  of  its  distours( 
You  could  hide  things  from  many  men,  but  ncvc 
from  King  Edward  VII.  His  eyes  noted  (vcn 
thing,  nothing  seemed  able  to  escape  him,  and  hi 
wonderful  gift  of  embracing  all  happenings,  grca 
and  small,  was  the  wonder  of  his  friends.  lie  hai 
watched  the  descent  of  the  sock,  noticed  my  em 
barrassment,  and  seen  my  action  while  ajipanntl 
quite  interested  in  the  extension  of  thf^  hospital,  th 
subject  he  was  discussing  at  the  moi.  rnt. 

I  first  met  the  Duke  of  Connaught  in  my  Oxfon 
days,  and  remember  my  earliest  invitation  to  Bagslio 
Park.  What  a  charming  host  and  hostess  the  l)uk 
and  his  lamented  Duchess  were  !  I  must  have  bcei 
twenty-four  or  twenty-five  years  of  agv  at  the  time 
and  the  occasion  was  the  Ascot  meeting.  On  arriva 
I  was  conducted  to  my  room  by  the  Groom  of  th 
Chambers,  whom  I  knew  well.  Ho  was  a  man  0 
Anglo-French  parentage,  had  been  for  a  long  tim 
in  the  household  of  Lord  Carnarvon,  and  liad  com 
from  there  to  be  my  father's  butler  and  vah  t.  Fior 
Warwick  he  had  gone  to  Bagshot.  Whih'  I  wa 
dressing  for  dinner  in  the  evening  the  old  man  cam 
to  my  room  to  see  if  he  could  help  me  in  any  way 
and  he  told  me  mysteriously  to  be  on  my  guar 
lest  I  should  sleep  with  a  crocodile.  I  star.d.  H 
then  explained  that  there  was  a  stuff  id  eroeodil 
in  the  hall,  and  that  it  was  frequently  taken  u] 
and  put  into  the  bed  of  some  young  \isit()r,  am 
that  I  might  receive  the  attention  as  the  yoiuigcs 
and  newest  guest.    I  thanked  him  and  decided  no 
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to  be  caught.  So  after  dinner,  before  proceeding 
to  join  the  ladies  in  the  drawing-room,  I  went  very 
quickly  upstairs  and  heard  sounds  of  much  merriment 
from  my  room.  The  key  was  on  the  outside  of 
the  door,  and  for  the  moment  I  was  greatly  tempted 
to  twist  it  and  proceed  downstairs,  but  as  that 
seemed  too  drastic  a  treatment  of  a  joke  I  merely 
walked  right  in,  whereupon  sundry  fair  conspirators 
rashed  laughing  from  the  room.  The  crocodile  was 
already  in  my  bed  but  was  speedily  thrown  on  to 
the  floor.  In  those  far-off  days  there  was  always 
8  measure  of  mild  practical  joking  in  every  social 
circle;  the  national  spirits  were  high.  I  was  destined 
to  meet  the  Duke  of  Connaught  frequently  in  Masonic 
circks.  As  Deputy-Grand  Master  of  England  I 
assisted  at  his  installation  at  the  Albert  Hall  as 
Grand  Master  in  place  of  King  Edward,  who,  on  his 
accession  to  the  throne,  became  Patron  of  the  Order. 

I  can  recall,  a  little  faintly  perhaps,  the  Princess 
Alice  of  Hesse,  daughter  of  Queen  Victoria  and 
mother  of  the  ex-Tsaritsa  of  Russia.  Mrs.  Liddell, 
wife  of  the  Dean  of  Christ  Church,  brought  her  to 
see  my  rooms  in  the  Canterbury  Quadrangle  and  have 
tea  there.  The  rooms  were  certainly  admirably 
representative  of  Oxford,  and,  if  my  memory  serves 
me  truly,  they  had  been  occupied  by  Lord  Rosebery. 
Princess  Alice  made  a  great  impression  upon  me. 
She  was  a  lady  with  a  charming  expression,  a  very 
gracious  manner  that  she  shared  with  her  sister 
Pnncess  Louise,  Duchess  of  Argyll,  a  passion  for 
pubbc  work,  and  the  abihty  to  make  a  good  under- 
takmg  bear  fruit.  I  always  heard  that  Jie  Princess 
Ahce  was  King  Edward's  favourite  sister.  I  met 
her  husband,  the  Grand  Duke  of  Hesse,  but  cannot 
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remember  him,  but  I  can  recall  the  G(rma 
Crown  Prince  Frederick,  as  stately  a  figure  of  a  ma 
as  ever  walked  this  earth.  On  the  occasion  ( 
Queen  Victoria's  first  Jubilee  my  wife  and  I  wci 
invited  to  meet  him  at  a  lunch  at  the  Gorma 
Embassy.  The  Ambassador  at  that  time  was  Coui 
MClnster,  a  distant  kinsman  of  my  wife,  and  oi 
guest  at  Easton  in  the  shooting  season.  He  wi 
always  conspicuous  at  the  cover-side,  for,  in  additic 
to  a  loader,  he  had  ^^-ith  him  a  man  who  carried 
long  ash  pole  and  cut  a  notch  in  it  for  every  hos 
of  game  that  fell  to  the  Ambassador's  gun.  H 
reward  was  u  penny  per  notch.  The  Count,  the 
whom  I  have  seen  better  shots,  must  have  had 
profound  belief  in  the  Englishman's  supi  riority  1 
temptation,  and  I  am  inclined  to  think  that  "tl 
Ambassador's  penny  man,"  as  the  ash-bearer  wi 
called,  may  have  been  tempted  to  an  endcavoi 
to  improve  Anglo-German  relations  and  his  ov 
takings.  The  Count  was  greatly  chafftd  on  accoui 
of  his  "  penny  man,"  but  he  never  shot  at  East( 
without  him. 

Prince  Leopold,  Duke  of  Albany,  could  fill  no  pla 
in  history,  but  this  was  his  misfortune,  not  his  fau 
A  more  earnest,  strenuous,  hopeful  antl  helpful  m 
I  never  met.  I  was  one  of  the  executors  of  his  wi 
and  at  his  death  I  was  asked  to  make  some  coi 
munication  about  his  life  and  charaetor  to  t 
Press.  I  decUned,  because  I  could  say  nothii 
without  telling  of  the  real  sorrow  of  his  life,  t 
chronic  ill-health,  the  great  trouble  that  sto 
between  him  and  his  ambition  to  serve  Englan 
Let  those  who  remember  that  one  of  his  disccndar 
has  been  fighting  against  us    rcmcmbei,  too,  ti 
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thii  is  a  matter  reflecting  no  shadow  of  blam.-  upon 
Prince  Leopold.     A  patriot  to  the  heart's    core,  a 
Kholar  and  a  gentleman,  he  was  content  to  carry 
out  endless  work  for  Queen  Victoria    without  the 
smaUest  public  recognition.    His  life    was.   on  the 
mental   side,    strenuous.     Too    delicate     to    handle 
sporting  rifle,  shot-gun,  or  even  salmon  rod,  all  the 
pleasures  of  sport  that  one  set  of  circumstances  had 
placed  within  his  reach  were  denied  him.      But  he 
had  his  consolations.    He   loved    literature,   was  a 
deep  reader,  and  at  his  beautiful  home,  Claremont. 
near  Esher,  surrounded  himself   with  the  cleverest 
people  of  the  day.    He  loved  the  countryside,  and 
was  several  times  our  guest  at  Easton  Lodge,  where 
he  and  the  Duchess  Wvjuld  enjoy  long  drives  on  the 
four-in-hand  that  my  wife  drove  so  well.     His  highest 
ambition,  and  one  that  was  never  realised,  was  to 
direct  the  affairs   of  one   of  our  great   Over-Seas 
Dominions,  but  when  he  found  it  could  not  be   he 
took  his  disappointment  as  a  brave  man  should.' 

We  were,   as  I   have  already  said,   the    firmest 
friends;  he  was  best  man  at  my  wedding  and  I  was 
present  at  his;  my  wife  and  I  stayed  with  him  at 
tiaremont,    where    he    lived    very    happily    in     the 
devotion  of  his  wife  and  the  love  of   his  children 
The  severity  of  the  winter  that  we  arc  leaving  behind 
as  I  wnte  reminds  me  of  one  of  our  visits  to  Clare- 
mont when  the  weather  was  at  its  worst,  the  ice 
being  several  inches  thick.     T  travelled  to  London 
one  morning  from  there,    ana   returned    with   two 
portmanteaux  filled  with   magnesium  and   coloured 
^hts    By  the  time  I  came  back  all  the  shrubbery 
bd  been  luing  with  Chinese  lanterns,  and  a  great 
^nhre   had    been    prepared.     My    purchases    were 
spread  all  over  the  grounds,  and  even  on  the  lake 
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which  was  frozen  hard  and  had  given  us  so 
excellent  skating.  When  the  darkness  came,  eve 
thing  was  fired,  and  the  scene  was  one  that  I  s\ 
never  forget.  The  trees,  the  great  rhododondi 
bushes,  the  frozen  ground,  stood  out  in  a  splcid( 
of  variegated  light  that  must  have  been  seen 
miles  and  looked  to  those  of  us  who  watched 
veritable  fairyland. 

One  cannot  live  as  long  as  I  have  without  los 
valued  friends,  but  though  it  is  many  years  si 
I  saw  Prince  Leopold  laid  to  rest  in  the  Chapel 
Windsor  my  memory  of  our  friendship  and  my  regi 
are  as  keen  as  ever.  There  was  that  in  our  frie 
ship  that  made  it  a  close  one.  I  knew  of  his  t 
bitions,  how  just  they  were,  and  yet  how  hopel 
and  I  knew  that  all  the  real  joy  of  action  in  1 
vouchsafed  so  fully  to  me.  had  been  denied  h 
And  in  all  the  years  of  our  friendship  I  never  he 
him  complain,  nor  would  any  of  those  to  wh 
he  was  such  an  admirable  host  have  thought  t 
his  brief  hfe  had  been  marred  in  any  way.  I  co 
not  say  these  things  before,  but  I  feel  tliat  they  n 
be  set  down  here,  a  tribute,  however  inadequate, 
his  memory. 

The  shooting  at  Sandringham  was  varied,  plcnti 
and  very  ably  managed.  The  beaters  wore  bloi 
of  a  sort  of  blue  twill  like  the  smoek  of  the  Fre 
peasant.  I  remember  old  Lady  Ailesbury  remark 
"  They  look  exactly  like  Frenchmen."  The  Fn 
smiled  as  he  replied:  "How  clever  of  you  L 
A.  1  That's  just  what  they  are.  We  can  t  gtt  s 
cient  beaters  here,  so  I  have  to  import  some  1 
France  every  year." 

Pheasant    shooting    was    remarkably    good 
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Sjndringham    but  it  was  by  no   means  the  only 
.tta»ction.    Sometimes  the  day   would  bogS^  wSh 
.b«  nse  of  wild  duek.  and  to  get  into  our  0^ 
for  this  ,t  was  necessary  to  take  many  precautions 
«Hi  to  move  m  absolute  silence.    I  remLber  how 
on  the  way  to  my  place,  the  Devil  appeared  to  me 
m  the  shape  of  a   brace  of  woodcock     It^was  a 
hard  struggle  to  let  them  go  by.  If  King  Edwanl  could 
not  be  considered  a  first-class  shot  he  was  at  least  a 
good  one  and  was  certainly  a  first-class  sportsman 
have  had  the  honour  of  being  in  the  placcZ^i 
to  his,  and  have  seen  for  myself  his  complete  unLlfish- 
nes.  and  the  satisfaction  he  derived  from  the  ski 
of  hu,  guests.    He  did  not  like  anything  so  well  as 
8  mixed  bag,   ducks,  partridges,  and   pheasants  fn 
^  and  in  those  days  he  would  walk  f^^^stanS 
to  stand  without  recourse  to  the  shootingTony  he 

«ie  rule  at  Sandnngham  was  for  the  hcad-keeoer 

1  fT  u  "  *^*"^  ^  ^^'•y  ^^avy  head  of  aamr 
«Ki  though  not  a  good  country  for  hunting  th^re' 
were  always  plenty  of  foxes.  '^"ntmg,  there 

Queen   Victoria's   Ministers   shared    my   awe    of 

the  sLr  Th./  '  ^ff  *^^««^  «f  the  Head  Master  to 
fo  dttt  mZrZi^'  "°  ?"^^  '^^^  ««  «n  excuse 
it  ist  ter  /l',^^^^^^^  or  mistakes  made.     I  think 

•^t  names  Her  l5  V""^-  u^"*  ^°"°"^^  *«  ^^^ve 
tronj  Tetter  to  «  ^^''*^  ''''^'^  *«  ^^"^  ^  very 
hisattiude  tn     a   European  potentate,   criticising 

oeC  thoLhT        '^''  '^""*'y'  ««  ^'^P-^^^ed  if 
thoughtless  and  mischievous  speeches ;    she 
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entrusted  the   task   to   one   of  lier  Ministers  ii 

very    private    letter,    upon    which   Lonl    Sulisb 

was  to  be  consulted.     "  Write  to  Lord  Salishur 

she  said.  "  because   I   think   it   is   btttt  r  I  slw 

not    write    direct   on   this  matter,   and   if  he 

proves  this  letter  you  put  before  him,  it  can 

sent  on  by  Queen's  Messenger  without  d.lay." 

Minister    took    grea*     pains    over   the   chaft    li 

that  was  to  embody  the  Queen's  idea,  and  as 

was   leaving   his    house    for   the   departnidit  c 

which  he  presided,  put  it  along  with  the  Qm 

letter  in   his  pocket,  only  to  find  on  reaehmg 

private  rooms  that  the  packet  with  all  the  innamni 

material  it  contained  was  missing.    He  hurrud  I 

to  his  house,  but  the  letter  was  not  to  be  foi 

Later  in  the  day  a  man  called,  asked  for  the  Miiusi 

wife,  and  told  her  that  he  had  picked  up  some  pa 

evidently  belonging  to  her  husband,  antl  so  inipor 

that  he  did  not  care  to  trust  them  to  the  post. 

remarked  that  he  was  a  hairdresser,  that  his  t 

house  was  in  the  O.u  Kent  Road,  and  that  he  ^^ 

be  prepared  to  receive  any  member  of  lUr  Majt: 

Government  at  4  p.m. 

Certainly  one  member  of  Lord  saiisti 
Cabinet  found  consolation  in  the  news  and  d 
to  within  a  hundred  yards  of  the  barbirs  rcsid 
in  good  time  to  keep  the  appomtnunt  Icr 
the  barber  was  receiving  Crowned  Heads  or 
bassadors;  perhaps  it  was  one  of  his  missioi 
hfe  to  remind  Ministers  how  unpleasant  it  1 
be  kept  waiting.  Be  that  as  it  may,  the  hau 
barber  arrived  an  hour  later. 

"You  have  some  papers  of  ninie,  said 
Minister  briefly  ;  "  they  are  of  no  importance, 
are  valuable  to  me."     "No   importanee .'     re 
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the  barber,  with  as  much  of  a  sneer  as  a  barber  con- 
descends to.  "I  suppose  they  can't  be.  That  is 
why  you,  a  Cabinet  Minister,  took  a  cab  to  within 
•  certein  distance  of  my  house,  walked  here,  and 
hsve  waited  an  hour  to  see  me  about  them.  Thote 
f»pcr»  are  valuable  to  me  as  well  as  to  you ;  I  can 
get  a  good  sum  of  money  for  them."  Then  they 
settled  to  business,  and  the  Minister  paid  £10, 
receiving  an  assurance  that  the  originals  had  not 
been  copied  or  shown  to  anyb«>dy. 

Put  not  your  trust  in  barbers  !     On  the  following 
day  the  Minister  liad  a  note  from  the  man  of  bad 
faith  to  say  that  he  felt  with  infinite  regret  that  he 
had  sold  the  originals  too  cheaply,   and  that  the 
onty  course  left  to  him  in  the  circumstances  was  to 
sell  to  a  daily  paper  the  copy  he  had  fortunately 
taken  and  preserved.     Then  aU  England  would  be 
as  well  informed  as  the  Minister  and  himself.     But 
If  his  Right  Honourable  friend  had  any  objections, 
payment  of  another  £10  would  give  such  objection. 
vahdity.    The    Minister   was   very    vexed,    for   the 
barber  had  vowed  be  haj  x.o  copies,  and  if  he  had 
taken  one  there  might  be  more.    However,  it  was 
a  matter  for  payment  rather  than  protest,  for  in 
the  game  on  hand  the  descendant  of  Sweeney  Todd 
beld  all  the  trumps.     Another  £lO  changed  hands, 
the  copy  was   given    back,   the   Mmister   returned 
to  h,8  duties,   and   doubtless   the   barber   haunted 
Whitehall  and  the  neighbouring  streets  hoping  to 
discover  more  official  documents,  and  quite  deter- 
mined to  sell   the   next   lot   to   better  advantage. 
Aeedew  perhaps  to  say,  the  enemies  of   England 
jouw  have  paid  any  sum  to  get  the  letter.    The 
Mmister  was  greatly   upset  about  the   mi^  J  ance, 
and  wrote  *o  Lord  Salisbury  to  explain  the  umtter 
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and  offer  his  resignation.  But  the  Preniiir  would 
not  part  with  him,  and  held  him  free  from  blame. 
It  appeared  that  the  paper  must  have  slipped  be- 
tween the  outer  and  inner  coats  as  the  Minister 
was  ehdeavouring  to  put  them  into  an  inside  pocket 
just  before  leaving  for  his  office. 

Truly  the  path  of  me"  in  high  places  is  not  an 
easy  one  !  An  error,  an  accident,  a  sudden  turn  of 
Fortune's  wheel,  and  those  who  only  ycstt  rday  held 
the  world  in  fee  see  their  career  blighted  and  "  none 
so  poor  to  do  them  reverence."  The  unwritten 
history  of  our  times  is  full  of  these  cases,  and  in 
the  political  world  there  are  more  unrccounted 
disasters  than  any  of  those  outside  the  arena  woidd 
imagine.  I  do  not  know  if  Queen  Victoria  heard 
of  a  favourite  Minister's  mistake.  If  she  did.  I 
do  not  envy  him  the  task  of  excusing  himself,  for 
she  was  not  constituted  to  accept  excuses,  and 
regarded  duty  as  something  that  could  only  be 
done  or  undone. 

I  have  some  very  pleasant  memoriis  of  Whidsor 
Castle,  and  one  that  even  to-day  can  make  me  feel 
uncomfortable.  It  goes  back  many  years;  Queen 
Victoria  was  on  the  throne  then,  and  I  was  one  of 
her  guests  at  Windsor.  After  dinner  she  had  re- 
tired, as  usual,  to  her  private  apartments,  and  we 
men  drifted  to  the  smoking-room  and  sat  late  with 
some  of  the  Household.  When  at  last  somtbody 
looked  seriously  at  the  clock  and  realised  that  the 
small  hours  had  come,  we  decided  that  it  was  time 
to  get  to  bed.  All  the  lights  were  out  in  th(>  passages 
and  galleries;  we  filed  out  of  the  smoking-room 
with  bedroom  candles,  and  went  our  several  ways. 
One  of  the  Que< '  's  equerries  said  to  me:    "You 
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know  your  way  to   your   room  ?  "   and    I    replied 
with  every  confidence  that  I  did.    I  knew  that  it 
was  in  the  Round  Tower  a  good  way  off,  but  I  thought 
I  had  -'u^  ^r^neral  line  of  country  well  in  mind,  and 
th  I  I  couldri't  go  wrong.     I  believe  it  is  Shake- 
sp    re  who  ren  ?rks  on  the  distance  that  the  candle 
thiOTo  its  bea.ns,   and   I  cannot  help   feeling  that 
he  thought  too   well  of  candles.     In  the  corridors 
and  galleries  of  the  Castle  mine  proved  an  ineffective 
thing.    I    walked    from    one    great    darkness    into 
another,    hoping    against    hope,    peering    at    walls, 
Hoors,  and  ornaments  in  the  hope  of  discovering 
something  that  could  be  positively  identified.     At 
kst  I  thought  I  had  succeeded ;    something  told  me 
my  door  was  at  a  certain  comer.     I  hurried  forward  ; 
there  was  the  door.     Without  pausing  I  opened  it, 
and  from  the  depths  of  the  room  beyond  came  a 
sharp  query,    "  Who's  there  ?  "     I   could   not   see, 
but  I  recognised  the  voice  as  that  of  the  late  Duchess 
of  Sutherland.    I  knew  her  well,  for  her  son  was 
my  brother-in-law,   but    I  did    not  stay  to  make 
explanations;     it   sufficed   to    close   the    door   and 
fly  down  the  corridor  in  a  state  of  great  dismay 
and  uncertainty.    How   long   I   wandered   up   and 
down  I  shaU  never  know,  for  every  minute  was  an 
Jour  long,  and  when  I  came  to  a  likely  door  I  let 
I  dare  not  wait  upon  I  would."    At  last  I  thought 
1  recognised  m  one  of  the  corridors  a  mirror  that 
had  caught  my  eye  as  I  left  my  room  after  dressing 
for  dinner.    A  few  moments  sufficed  to  construct 
a  map  for  ray  mind's  eye,  and  I  was  moving  in  the 
nght  direction.     There,  in  the  little  plate  above  a 
joor  was  a  card  with  my  name  on  it,  and  I  don't 
tftink  I  was  ever  so  pleased  to  see  it  before  or  since, 
dad  I  looked  above  the  door  I  should  not  have 
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intruded    upon   Her    Grace    of   Sutherland,   l)ut  a 
that  moment  I  was  sure  her  room  was  mine. 

I  am  afraid  it  is  not  impossible  for  people  t 

lose   their   way   in    Warwick   Castle,    but   I   canm 

recall  any  complaints.     Perhaps  the  place  I  loun 

most  difficult  after  Windsor  was  Drumlanrig  Cast! 

the  well-known  Border  home  of  the  Duke  of  Bui 

cleuch.     He  took  the  chair  at  the  dinner  given  i 

the  Duke  of  Wellington's  Riding  School  in  Knight 

bridge  to  the  Earl  of  Beaconsfield  and  the  Marqu 

of   Salisbury    when   they   returned    from   Hcrlin  i 

1878,  bringing  back   "Peace  with  Honour."    I  r 

member  that  it  was  after  the  dinner  that  the  Dul 

of  Buccleuch  asked  me  to  Drumlanrig  for  tlic  famoi 

black  game  shooting.    He  was  a  very  fine  old  ma 

of  striking  appearance,  a  keen  politician,  and  vc 

popular  in  Scotland.    He  had  very  high  spirits  ai 

was   very   fond   of  practical   joking;    I   rcnunib 

seeing  him   in  the   dining-room  after  dinner  mst 

in  the  tail  pocket  of  one  of  his  visitors  a  large  bun 

of  grapes. 

We  had  remarkable  sport  in  Dumfrusslnre 
Sanquhar.  We  were  six  or  seven  guns,  the  bii 
were  driven,  and  no  grey  hen  were  shot.  J 
lined  the  stone  dykes  as  though  they  had  be 
butts.  I  remember  one  blackcock  settling  on 
adjacent  wall  not  thirty  yards  away,  and  the  nc 
gun  to  me— the  late  Marquis  of  Bath- hav nig  thi 
shots  at  him  sitting,  without  disturbing  tlic  b 
at  all.  Yet  Lord  Bath  was  a  good  shot  Jis  well 
a  keen  sportsman,  and  I  think  the  truth  is  tl 
the  blackcock's  close,  thick  plumage  makes  h 
hard  to  bag,  breast  on.  Going  away  he  is,  of  coui 
readily  vulnerable.  I  remember  that  \ve  had 
bag   at    Sanquhar  nmning  well    into  three   ligm 
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Drumlanrig  is  a  fine  old  castle,  with  turret  stairs 
and  plenty  of  them,  and  it  was  quite  easy  to  mis- 
take your  stair. 

While  the  formalities  which  accompany  Court 
etiquette  are  perhaps  a  little  trying— and  inevitably 
so,— a  party  at  Windsor  is  a  very  pkasant  function, 
and  the  enormous  size  of  the  place  makes  a.V. 
ceremonial  imposing.  The  occasion  which  served  to 
impress  that  circumstance  upon  me  emphatically  was 
the  presentation  of  Colours  to  t've  Territorial  forces 
by  King  Edward  VII.  I  was  present  as  Lord- 
Lieutenant  of  Essex  to  so  my  men  receive  their 
Colours  at  the  King's  hands,  and  I  never  saw  any- 
thing better  organised  than  the  march  past  of  many 
thousands.  If  my  memory  does  not  mislead  me. 
General  Sir  Alfred  Codrington  and  my  cousin.  General 
Bingham,  were  responsible  for  the  management. 
The  Castle  seemed  to  provide  the  perfect  ckground 
for  a  ceremony  that  could  hardly  have  been  more 
impressive,  and  could  not  have  been  better  carried 
out.  It  gave  a  great  impetus  to  the  wh'  '.e  Territorial 
movement.  What  a  pity  that  the  politicians  did 
not  leave  it  alone  ! 

I  shot  several  times  at  Chievehy  with  the  late 
Harry  McCalmont,  more  than  once  in  company 
with  King  Edward.  There  was  a  mixed  bag ;  par- 
tridges were  very  good,  but  pheasants  did  not  come 
high.  On  one  occasion  Mr.  Arthur  Sassoon  was 
next  in  line  to  the  King,  and  it  was  thought  that 
he  had  been  taking  some  of  his  birds.  There  was 
no  complaint,  of  course,  and  if  Mr.  Sassoon  had  done 
so  he  had  acted  quite  unconsciously.  At  the  subse- 
quent stand  I  stood  next  to  King  Edward,  and  I 
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thought  he  seemed  to  be  absorbed  in  thought  an 

not    taking    his   usual    interest    in    the    sport.    E 

allowed   many  birds  to  go  over  his  head  uncha 

lenged,  and  when  they  were  well  past  him  I  sb 

those  that  were  still  flying  within  my  range.    J 

a  matter  of  courtesy  I  went  to  him  at  the  end  ( 

the  drive  and  said  :    "  I   hope  I  didn't  take  ar 

of  your  birds,  Sir."     "  You  did,"  he  replied,  smilin 

"but  it  does  not  matter."     This  unexpected  rep 

made   me   watch   his   shooting   more   carefully,  ar 

I  found  that  he  had  acquired  the  habit  of  Icavir 

his  birds  until  they  were  well  over  him  and  th( 

turning  round   on  them.     I   never  met  in  all  ir 

experience  a  more  generous  or  a  better-natured  sho 

and  I  can  only  remember  one  complaint,  and  thi 

was  certainly  well  called  for.     Shooting  in  a  hon 

county,  he  had  two  very  keen  young  men,  one  ( 

each  side    of  him,  and  they,  I  am  sure  quite  u 

wittingly,  took   many   of  his  birds;    indeed,  the 

were  times  when  they  must  have  quite  disturb( 

his    shooting.     Onlookers    could    have    noticed   i 

"  Young  men  of  the  present  day  are  rather  selfis 

I'm  afraid,"  was  all  he  said,  for  neither  of  the  thougl 

less  ones  appeared  to  have  realised  the  situation 

Another  pleasant  sporting  estate  to  vhich  Ki: 
Edward  used  to  motor  sometimes  from  Sandrir 
ham  was  Houghton,  belonging  to  Lord  Cholmondek 
and  rented  at  that  time  by  the  late  Lord  Wiltc 
It  was  a  splendid  partridge  manor,  and  Lord  Wilt 
brought  it  to  a  state  of  perfection.  After  his  dea 
it  was  rented  in  turn  by  Colonel  Vivian  and 
Mr.  Kennard,  who  married  Cora,  Lady  Straffo 
an  admirable  hostess.  I  shot  with  the  successi 
tenants,  but  they  did  not  succeed  in  maintain] 
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the  sport  at  the  high  level  reached  by  Lord  Wilton. 
King  George  shot  at  Houghton  sometimes  when 
lie  was  Duke  of  York,  and  he  was  already  one  of 
tJie  first  game  shots  in  England,  very  quick  in 
movement,  with  an  unerring  aim  and  a  splendid 
judgment  of  distance. 

By  the  way,  Cora,  Lady  Strafford,  did  not  shoot. 
I  have  met  few  ladies  who  do,  and  have  come  to 
the  conclusion,  being  no  longer  young  and  a  staunch 
Conservative,  that  I  would  prefer  them  not  to  dc 
so.  I  would  make  an  exception  in  favour  of  my 
friend  Mrs.  Willie  Jameson,  who  is  not  only  as 
safe  with  the  gun  as  any  man  I  ever  met,  but  is 
a  fine  shot.  I  have  several  times  seen  her  score 
a  right  and  left  at  driven  partridges  coming  hard 
down  wind,  and  those  who  can  do  this  have  little 
to  learn.  Her  retriever  used  to  be  a  Blenheim 
spaniel.  It  left  hares  alone,  and  its  struggles  with 
a  dead  pheasant  were  comic,  but  it  could  bring 
the  partridges  along  all  right. 

Houghton  is  a  stately  pile.  It  was  built,  if  my 
recollection  serves  me  truly,  by  Horace  Walpole, 
and  is  crowded  with  fine  pictures  and  objets  d'art, 
though  the  splendid  Vandycks  went  to  Russia  and 
were  bought,  I  beUeve,  by  the  Empress  Catharine. 
There  used  to  be  a  grand  staircase  leading  to  the 
hall,  but  that  has  long  disappeared.  Tradition  says 
it  was  gambled  away ;  the  entrance  is  now  on  the 
ground  floor,  and  the  hall  is  reached  from  the  lower 
regions.  Fine  sport,  perfect  hospitality,  and  a  noble 
house  have  left  me  with  the  happiest  memories  of 
Houghton. 

It  is,  perhaps,  needless  to  say  that  Queen  Victoria 
to(dc  no  interest  in  sport.    In  the  latter  years  of  her 
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life  the  supply  of  game  to  the  Royal  table  was  prociir 
by  the  keepers  at  Balmoral  and  Windsor,  but  t 
Prince  Consort  was  fond  of  the  gun,  though 
did  not  live  to  see  the  perfection  of  the  hamnurh 
ejector.  He  belonged  to  the  time  of  the  muzz 
loader,  but  found  it  good  enough  for  an  cnjoyal 
day  among  the  pheasants  at  Windsor.  I  say  "  da> 
but  this  is  hardly  accurate.  A  shoot  in  the  Prir 
Consort's  time  started  in  the  morning  after  breakft 
and  finished  in  time  for  lunch.  Nobody  Avould  lia 
thought  of  going  out  in  the  afternoon.  Three  hoi 
sufficed,  and  yet  the  times  were  not  busy  oik  s,  a 
life  was  moving  tranquilly  enough.  I  cant  imagi 
what  the  Prince  Consort  would  have  thought 
shooting  parties  that  last  for  a  week,  and  gar 
that  is  reckoned  by  the  thousand  head,  and  ni 
whose  expenditure  of  cartridges  during  the  sos 
may  run  very  far  into  five  figures.  It  goes  witlio 
saying  that  the  breech-loading  gun  and  the  mode 
cartridges  were  needed  to  make  these  dcvelcpnui 
possible.  The  old  Duke  of  Cambridge  was  a  keei 
sportsman  than  the  Prince  Consort.  He  Jiad  so 
of  the  best  partridge-driving  country  in  England 
Six  Mile  Bottom  in  Cambridgeshire,  where  I  si 
with  him  sometimes,  and  found  that  he  was  d((ide( 
a  good  shot. 

The  Duke  of  Cambridge  was  fond  of  doer-drivi: 
and  was  an  occasional  visitor  to  the  Highlan 
Some  sportsmen  do  not  find  much  to  say  for  dri> 
deer,  but  I  think  the  sport  good  and  Ugitinm 
legitimate  because  it  is  frequently  found  necessi 
to  thin  the  herd,  and  because  only  the  quickest  sh 
the  man  who  has  a  balanced  judgment,  a  steady  e 
and  a  *  ipid  decision,  can  hope  to  pick  out  the  g< 
heads  when  the  deer  race  down  the  pass  his  i 
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commands.  Again,  it  is  difficult  to  get  a  desirable 
spot  commanding  the  ground  and  yet  out  of  sight 
and  hearing,  while,  as  every  deer-stalker  knows, 
a  sudden  change  in  the  wind  may  alter  the  whole 
complexion  of  the  sport,  redeeming  or  spoiling  the 
promise  of  the  day. 

Curious  incidents  may  be  observed  at  a  deer 
drive.  I  remember  one  at  the  Duke  of  AthoU's, 
near  a  mountain  called  Ben-y-Gloe.  We  were  rather 
a  large  house-party,  and  the  ladies  accompanied  the 
men  and  were  carefully  disposed  behind  rocks  before 
the  deer  were  rounded  up.  My  wife  was  with  me, 
and  our  hiding-place  commanded  the  pass  along 
which  the  deer  should  have  come.  Unfortunately 
the  wind  played  an  unexpected  trick,  and  the  great 
majority  of  the  herd  broke  back  through  the  line 
of  beaters,  only  one  or  two  small  stags  coming  to 
the  right  side  of  the  drive.  Presently  one  of  these 
paused  for  a  moment  about  a  hundred  yards  from 
a  couple  of  very  keen  Guardsmen.  The  first  fired, 
and  the  deer  wheeled  round ;  the  second  fired,  and 
it  dropped.  It  was  found  afterwards  that  the  first 
bullet  had  hit  one  haunch  and  the  second  had  hit 
the  other. 

Looking  back  over  'inny  years  of  stalking,  I  think 
there  is  a  deterioration  in  the  Highland  herds,  some- 
thing that  a  few  owners  are  taking  steps  to  check 
by  the  introduction  of  new  blood.  The  trouble  is 
that  for  some  years  down  to  the  time  of  the  War  the 
rent  of  deer  forests  had  been  rising,  the  number 
of  stags  allowed  to  the  gun  had  been  limited ; 
consequently  everybody  was  out  after  the  best. 
Second-  and  third-rate  stags  were  multiplying  fast, 
and  whatever  their  defects  the  creatures  need  plenty 
of  food. 
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King  Edward  was  very  interested  both  in  dci 
stalking  and  driving,  though  of  course  the  lull 
form  of  the  sport  was  the  more  nracticuble  in  t 
days  when  he  was  no  longer  youLg.  He  iniicrit 
his  love  of  the  gun  from  his  father,  the  Prin 
Consort,  though  neither  father  nor  son  con 
approach  King  George  in  this  regard,  for  he  is 
bom  shot,  and  his  aim,  whether  with  rifle  or  shot-gu 
is  generally  unerring.  I  do  not  think  that  Kii 
Edward  took  any  steps  to  improve  the  breed 
Highland  deer,  but  then  he  shot  so  little— a  wc( 
or  two  in  each  year — that  doubtless  there  were  ahva 
good  heads  for  these  occasions. 

Queen  Victoria  added  Ballochbuie  to  Balnior 
by  purchase,  if  I  remember  rightly,  from  Mr.  Fa 
quharson,  of  Invercauld,  and  the  roe-deer  shootii 
was  very  good.  I  never  shot  at  Balmoral,  but 
remember  once  when  I  stayed  there  being  taken 
a  favourite  picnic  place  of  Queen  Victoria,  Glasa 
Shiel,  and  the  stone  was  pointed  out  on  which 
was  told  Lord  Chancellor  Cairns  is  said  to  ha^ 
sat  discreetly  when  Lord  Lome  made  his  proposal 
marriage  to  the  Princess  Louise. 

King  Edward  loved  the  Highland  life,  enter( 
into  it  with  the  keenest  zest,  and  wore  tl 
picturesque  dress — ^thc  kilt — \cxy  effectively.  Tl 
one  thing  that  always  worried  me  as  a  kc( 
fisherman  was  that  the  salmon  had  no  appeal 
him.  I  never  saw  him  with  a  fishing-rod  in  1: 
hand,  although  the  Dee  below  Balmoral  is  renown( 
as  a  salmon  river,  and  the  springtime  sport  is  secoi 
to  none.  At  this  season  the  Royal  family  wns  seldo 
or  never  in  residence,  and  the  Dee  was  fished  on 
by  officers  of  the  Guard  and  visitors  to  the  Castle 

King  George,  as  I  have  said  elsewhere,  is  a  kc( 
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and  skilled  fisherman,  and  his  elder  brother,  the 
Duke  of  Clarence,  who  enjoyed  so  little  of  life,  was 
shaping  for  a  fine  sportsman. 

My  brother  Alwyne,  who  was  in  the  60th  Rifles, 
was  appointed  A.D.C.  to  the  Lord-Lieutenant  of 
Ireland,  Lord  Spencer.  When  King  Edward  and 
Queen  Alexandra  visited  "  the  Red  Earl "  in  Dublin 
ai  d  made  their  Irish  tour  they  took  a  great  fancy 
fw  my  brother,  and  offered  him  the  post  of  Equerry 
to  the  Duke  of  Clarence,  who  was  just  setting  up 
house.  My  brother  held  the  office  until  his  marriage, 
when  he  resigned  and  was  succeeded  by  Sir  George 
Holford.  Alwyne,  himself  a  very  keen  sportsman,  did 
his  best  to  make  the  Duke  of  Clarence  an  enthusiast, 
and  told  me  that  the  Duke  met  him  half-way  and 
promised  to  develop  into  something  out  of  the 
ordinary.  In  many  of  his  letters  to  me  he  said  he 
had  a  very  apt  pupil,  a  young  man  whose  charming 
disposition  was  constantly  adding  to  his  list  of  friends 
and  well-wishers.  Very  few  have  passed  so  early 
from  e  life  that  had  so  much  to  offer. 

While  King  Edward  enjoyed  the  company  of  his 
friends  as  much  as  any  man  I  ever  met,  there  was 
a  great  difference  between  his  holidays  and  theirs. 
His  duties  followed  him  everywhere,  and  he  accepted 
them  not  only  cheerfully  but  assiduously,  as  part 
of  the  daily  round,  the  common  task.  An  equerry 
was  always  in  attendance  to  help,  but  the  mail  was 
often  a  heavy  one,  and  even  in  the  houses  of  his 
friends  he  would  often  spend  hours  at  his  desk.  It 
IS  right  to  state  this,  for  doubtless  to  thousands  who 
read  that  the  King  was  shooting  at  Crichel,  Easton, 
Rufford  Abbey,  Bolton,  or  any  of  the  other  places 
whose  hosts  he  honoured,  it  appeared  that  he  was 
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taking  holiday.  To  be  sure  he  was ;  but  in  a  niodifi 
sense.  The  othei*  giicstH  were  far  more  fn  t  than  1 
though  he  never  alluded  to  labours  whiih,  in  claii 
ing  his  leisure,  added  undoubtedly  to  th«'  fiilliuss 
his  life. 

Be  ore  Prince  Leopold  settled  in  Surrry  at  boa 
tiful  Claremont.  the  home  to  which  he  hroiiglit  1 
bride,  he  had  a  sort  of  preliminary  expcricne*  in  t 
housekeeping  world  at  Boyton,  in  Wilts.  Tiirni 
over  an  old  portfolio  of  sketches  a  few  days  ago 
came  across  a  little  water-colour  I  mad'  of  t 
house.  It  was  not  large,  but  was  very  pretty,  wi 
many  red-tikd  gables,  a  delightful  gardi  n,  a  sm 
lake,  and  a  trout  stream  near  by.  The  Princp  mc 
there  from  Oxford,  and  I  spent  long  days  ^vith  h 
planning  little  alterations  and  additions  to  tlu;  plai 
He  lived  very  simply,  his  recreations  being  lai 
tennis,  croquet,  music,  and  the  company  of  tliinki 
and  men  of  letters.  I  do  not  suggest  that  I  cai 
in  under  the  latter  category,  our  friendship  was  r 
founded  on  my  attainments,  but  upon  an  attracti 
that  was  mutual.  He  was  very  happy  tlu  ro,  and  t 
musical  evenings  were  delightful.  I  rciiu ndxr  tli 
Mrs.  Ronalds,  whose  beauty  and  voice  wc  re-  in  tli 
first  prime,  was  a  frequent  visitor.  Once  only, 
far  as  I  can  remember,  did  he  come  over  to  \Vanvi( 
when  he  told  me  that  the  exterior  of  the  \vondor 
old  Castle  appealed  to  him  far  more  than  the  intori 
His  family  was  devoted  to  him.  All  the  childi 
of  Queen  Victoria  were  great  friends,  but  tluy  h 
a  special  tenderness  for  their  invalid  brotJKr, 
whom  so  much  of  the  happiness  that  filUd  their  \\\ 
was  forbidden.  They  were  all  healthy,  robust,  a 
fond  of  vigorous  exercise. 
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The  Duke  of  Edinburgh  was  often  in  Warwick, 
not  to  see  me,  though  I  sometimes  met  him  there, 
but  to  visit  an  old  gentleman  I  knew  well,  the  late 
Ferdinand   Arkwright,   who   %/as  one    of  the   most 
picturesque  figures  in  the  town,   where  he   had  a 
delightful  home,  and  was  a  great  entertainer.    So 
popular  was  he  that  the  town  insisted  on  having 
him  for  Mayor.    He  had  lived  long  in  Malta,  where 
he  knew  the  leading  men  of  the  Services,  and  on 
his  return  his  Warwickshire  home  was  open  to  them 
all   He   was   tall    and    thin,    wore    whiskers,    and 
stuttered.    He    favoured    a    bottle-blue    coat    with 
brass  buttons,  a  very   large   neckcloth   and   a   big 
white  hat.    Perhaps  his   special   characteristic   was 
imperturbability.    You  couldn't  put  him  out.    They 
told  many  stories  of  him  in  Malta,  and  at  Warwick. 
Once  at  the  Governor's  Ball  at  Malta  he  called  his 
partner's  attention  to  a  man  with  a  blue  birthmark 
on  his  cheek,  and  made  some  jest  about  it.     "  How 
dare  you  talk  like  that,  sir!"    snapped  his  angry 
partner,  "  that  gentleman  is  my  husband."    "  Then 
yy-ou  can  t-t-tell  me,"  responded  Mr.  Arkwricht 
joyfully,  "  if  he  is  b-b-b-blue  aU  over." 

On  another  occasion  he  was  sitting  at  a  supper 
party  next  to  a  lady  whom  he  didn't  interest  at  aU, 
and  she  yawned  her  indifference.  "  I  t-t-too  have  a 
t-ttooth  stopped  j-j-just  like  that  one  of  y-y-yours." 
he  remarked. 

rhe  Duke  of  Edinbui^h  was  greatly  attached  to 
Mr.  Arkwnght,  and  nothing  pleased  him  better  than 
to  take  a  week-end  away  from  to%vn  and  travel  to 
Warwick  to  eiyoy  the  old  man's  sprightly  if  hesitant 
conversation,  his  ample  hospitality  and  the  company 
oufew  good  friends.  I  beheve  there  were  musical 
evenings  too-the  Duke's  passion  was  for  music— 
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but  I  can't  remember  being  present  at  any.  Sorr 
timet  when  I  am  in  the  itreett  of  Warwick  I  Tu 
myself  looking  for  the  quaint  and  arresting  figv 
of  Ferdie  Arkwright,  now,  alas  1  gone  the  way  of  rk 
of  those  he  made  so  happy  in  his  house.  He  belong 
of  right  to  a  time  that  had  passed  away  long  befc 
he  did. 


5  .      4 


CHAPTER  XVI 

ROUND  THE  ENTRANCE  HALL  AT  EA8TON 

IN  the  entrance  hall  at  Easton  are  many  of  the 
trophies  of  my  sporting  days,  and  sometimes  on  a 
winter  afternoon,  when  there  arc  no  visitors  and 
a  great  log  fire  is  burning  on  the    hearth,  I  sit  in 
an  armehair  and  commune  with   the  past,  recalling 
the  days  of  keen  enjoyment  that   arc  landmarks  in 
an  old  sportsman's   life,   and   filling  the    hall   with 
ghosts  of  strange  men  and  stranger  animals,  or  with 
pictures  of  some  fair  comers  of   the  world  that  I 
may  not  hope  to  see  again.     Perhaps  to  my  visitors 
there  is  httle  of    special  interest  in  the  collection 
of  heads  and  horns,  the    plaster  casts  of  fish,  the 
stuffed  birds,  and  the  rest,  but  to  me  there  is  nothing 
in  the  exhibits  I  survey  with  undiminished  interest 
that  does  not  recall  exciting  moments,  or  incidents 
that  seem  to   have   an    interest   that   will   remain 
with  me  to  the  end. 

Facing  my  chair  is  a  screen  of  hand-painted 
leather,  datmg  back  to  the  time  when  the  Moors 
occupied  a  great  part  of  Spain.  For  a  period  beyond 
my  reckoning,  after  the  expulsici,  this  wonderful 
teather  adorned  a  religious  house  in  Spain  where 
It  was  discovered  by  the  late  Lord  Kenmare,  no 
mean  judge  of  works  of  art,  and  he  made  such  a 
Handsome  offer  for  it  that  the  community  was 
moved  to  sell,  and  Lord  Kenmare  used  the  leather 
toluie  the  walls  of  his  library  at  Kenmare  House 
<a  Lake  KiUamey.  There  was  a  laige  piece  left 
i  391 
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over  when  the  room  was  finished,  and  the  Londoi 
firm  that  did  the  work  for  him  bought  it.  One  da; 
I  happened  to  be  in  the  shop,  and  greatly  strucl 
by  the  rare  beauty  of  the  leather  I  gave  £100  fo 
the  piece  displayed,  and  had  my  large  screen  mad( 
Some  years  passed  and  Lord  Kenmare's  beautifi 
house  was  burnt  to  the  ground,  the  library  >vas  n 
more  than  a  charred  ruin,  and  so  all  that  reniair 
of  the  painted  leather  is  the  screen  that  faces  m 
when  I  sit  by  the  fire.  Doubtless  if  it  could  tc 
its  story  the  recital  would  be  far  more  intcrestin 
than  mine. 

Behind  the  screen  is  the  plaster  cast  of  a  grc£ 

salmon,    and    on    the    case    is    written    "  Stobhal 

October,  1897,   42  lbs."     The   shape   of  the  fish 

perfect,  and  the  bright  colouring  has  been  admi 

ably   caught   by   Malloch   of  Perth.     My   nidiioi 

goes  back  to  the  house  my  brother  Louis  built  ( 

the  Tay,  and  lent  to  me  for  a  couple  of  season 

I  was  in  a  boat  with  the  fisherman,  and  ■wc  lu 

been  harling,   that  is  to  say,   we   zig-zaggcd  abo 

the  river  with  three  rods  out,  a  fly  on  one,  a  s})0( 

bait  on  another,   and  a  phantom   minnow  on  t 

third.     It  is  not  the  form  of  sport  I  care  for,  b 

I  had  started  by  casting,  and  had  caught  notlii 

but  a  grilse.     The  day  was  rainy,  the  water  beginni 

to  colour  and  to  rise,  just  the  time  when  the  ang 

may    hope    for   luck.     I    turned    to   the   fishcmi 

and  asked  him  what  he  thought  would  suit  the  %va 

best.     "It   doesn't   matter   much,"   he  said,  "I 

let  it  be  a  big  one."     Turning  over  my  book  I  stlccl 

a  Spey  fly,  a  Lady  CaroUne,  reddish  brown  in  colo 

with  a  lot  of  hackle  and  little  wing.    Aftc  r  short 

ing  my  line  to  change  the  fly,  I  heaved  out  to  got  l 

line  free,  and  at  once  found  the  fly  taken.    Ckarl) 
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was  a  big  fish  and  wild ;  there  was  no  chance  of  land- 
ing on  that  shore  in  racing  water,  the  playing  must 
be  done  from  the  boat.    Suddenly  the  line  stuck; 
the  rasping  sensation  that  came  down  to  my  hands 
told  me  that  the  fish  was  under  a  rock,  and  was 
trying  to  rub  the  line  until  it  parted.     It  was  an 
anxious  moment;  salmon  fishers  alone  will  understand 
what  these  simple  words  signify  in  the  way  of  hope 
and  fear.    I  told  my  fisherman  to  keep  above  the 
fish  and  row  across  the  river,  and  while  this  manoeuvre 
was  being  carried  out  I  kept  a  tight  line,  and  prayed 
that  It  might  stand.    Gradually  the  line  was  free 
of  the  ledge  of  rock,  and  I  started  to  wind  the  fish 
in  to  the  side  of  the  boat,  where  it  got  round  an  oar 
Finally  my  fisherman,  leaning  well  over  the  side 
managed  to  use  the  gaff,  a  thing  I  have  never  seen 
done  before  from  a  boat  in  such  hard-running  water. 
I  am  afraid  we  were  absurdly  proud  of  ourselves, 
but  certainly  the  salmon  was  an  exceptional  one  in 
pomt  of  shape  and  colour,  to  say  nothing  of  weight 
and  It  was  killed  in  a  very  few  minutes. 

On  a  level  with  this  cast,  further  along  the  hall, 
IS  another,  and  on  the  case  is  written  "  Careysville,* 
1908,  44i  lbs.,"  and  in  the  catching  of  this  fine  speci- 
men three  of  us  had  a  hand— my  brother  Alwyne, 
Jack  Flynn  the  fisherman,  and  myself.  The  Black- 
water  was  flooded,  and  the  three  of  us  had  walked 
down  to  the  river,  only  to  find  that  it  had  the  con- 
sistency of  soup,  and  not  clear  soup  either.  Flynn 
picked  up  my  brother's  rod  and  put  a  "  wobbler  " 
onrt,  a  piece  of  india-rubber  with  three  large  triangle 
hooks.  He  made  a  cast  down  and  across,  and 
suddenly  gave  a  tremendous  jerk  to  the  hne,  and 
«»d  he  was  into  a  fish.  The  hne  parted  at  once, 
and  Alwyne  and  I  assured  one  another  by  a  glance 
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that  we  were  both  of  one  opinion,  namely,  that  \Y 
hooks  had  caught  on  a  rock  in  the  river-bed,  an 
that  there  was  no  fish.  Old  Jack  Flynn,  one  ( 
the  finest  fishermen  I  ever  knew,  would  sprir 
surprises  of  this  kind  upon  us  from  time  to  tim 
However,  we  tested  the  line  and  found  that  froi 
friction  and  wear  the  reel  line  was  rotten.  Flyr 
picked  up  my  rod  m  place  of  my  brother's— I  don 
think  my  gear  was  ever  found  out  of  order— ar 
made  another  cast,  only  a  few  feet  from  the  firs 
He  struck  hard,  and  this  time  there  could  be  no  doul 
but  that  he  was  into  something  exceptional.  11 
handed  my  rod  to  Alwyne,  the  fish  took  a  sma 
run  of  about  eighty  yards  down  stream,  and  tlw 
came  round  into  a  httle  bay  where  the  water  wj 
deeper  but  slacker.  I  took  the  gaff,  Ahvyne  gai 
the  fish  a  run  into  the  bank,  and  I  got  the  gaff 
at  the  first  attempt.  From  the  moment  wht 
Flynn  struck  to  the  moment  when  I  pulled  the  grci 
fish  ashore  there  was  an  interval  of  less  than  fii 
minutes.  I  then  realised  that  in  all  probabilH 
the  first  fish  Flynn  had  struck  was  the  conirai 
fish  of  the  one  we  had  taken,  and  perhaps  a  st 
larger  one.  Salmon  will  often  come  up  togtth 
in  a  flood,  and  he  side  by  side  before  making  f 
the  next  deep  pool. 

Under  the  casts  of  these  two  salmon  are  a  coup 
of  Jacobean  cabmets,  two  of  the  very  few  pieces 
old  Enghsh  furniture  saved  from  the  fire  th 
destroyed  the  greater  part  of  Easton  Lodge  in  184 
when  the  late  Lord  Maynard  was  alive.  Tlicy  a 
perfect  specimens  of  their  kmd,  and  often  set  r 
wondering  at  the  failure  of  furniture- makers  of  0 
day  to  produce  anything  that  can  vie  in  beau 
with  their  Jacobean  forbears.    They  have  all  t 
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advantage  of  the  taste  and  initiative  of  their  pre- 
decessors, but  the  fact  remains  that  the  smaUest 
room  with  old  furniture  in  it  is  good  to  live  in,  while 
the  modem  things  can  cast  no  shadow  of  repose 
over  those  who  dwell  with  them. 

Between  the  cabinets  there  is  a  case  with  a  pair 
of  Reeves's    pheasants,    birds    (natives    of    China) 
about  five  feet  long  from  beak  to  tail  tip.     I  was 
staying  once  for  the   shooting  at  Merton  HaU  in 
Norfolk,    let     by    Lord    Walsingham    to    the    late 
Baron  Hirsch.    I  had  been  invited  there  to  meet  the 
Pnnce  of  Wales.     A  few  of  these  wonderful  pheasants 
were  in  the  woods,  and  though  the  cock  birds  are 
readily  distinguished,  the  hens  are  hard  to  identify 
in  the  dwindling  light  of  evening.    The  hens  were 
sacred,  but  we  were  told  that  a  certain  number  of 
cocks  might  be  shot.    The  Prince  shot  one,  and  I 
shot  another,  and  Baron  Hirsch  gave  me  both  the 
b;rds  to  have  mounted  as  a  memento  of  my  visit, 
.am  told  that  the  Reeves  pheasant  will  cross  with 
the  better-known  varieties,  though    I  have  never 
seen  a  cross,  and  that  it  wiU  thrive  weU  in  England 
where   it    would    doubtless    have    become   popular 
tf  it  were  not  so  vagrant  in  its  habits.    A  good 
keeper  can  keep  his  ordinary  birds  weU  m  the  woods 
but  the  Reeves  will  not  rest  quiet  within  any  bounds' 
however   ample.    Talkmg   of   crosses,   I   remember 
seeing  at   Lord   Suffield's   home,    Gunton   Park    a 
cross  between    a    pheasant    and    a    bantam.     Not 
Ua  from  Gunton  I  saw  the  Pallas  grouse  that  made 
a  short  visit  to  these  islands,   and   was  protected 
by  a  special  Act  of  Pariiament.    The   birds   dis- 
appeared;  a  storm  had  probably  blown  them  on  to 
our  shores.    High  winds  play  strange  tricks  with 
«MW8.    I  remember  shooting  four  button  quail  in 
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Essex  in  a  barley  field  close  to  Easton,  five-and 
twenty  years  ago,  and  I  think  the  weather  musi 
have  carried  them  cut  of  their  course.  I  can  recall 
too,  at  Dunrobin,  the  stately  Sutherlandshire  horiK 
of  my  late  brother-in-law,  a  gale  that  not  onlj 
levelled  thousands  of  Scots  firs,  but  blew  greai 
packs  of  grouse  out  to  sea,  where  beyond  a  doiib 
they  must  have  been  drowned.  Birds  that  live  nca 
the  coast,  or  have  the  migratory  habit,  arc  bounc 
to  be  the  victims  of  exceptional  weather,  just  ai 
we  were  in  those  far-o^  days  when  man  first  sough 

to  sail  the  sea. 

Above  the   case  that   holds  the  pheasant  is  j 

necklace  with  two  large  and  striking  pieces  of  mnbe 

and  a  charm  in  the  shape  of  a  small  leather  poucl 

with  verses  copied  from  the  Koran.    I  bought  thi 

from  a  Somali  in  Aden.    Next  the  necklace  is  a  shor 

SwahiU  stabbmg  sword  with  white-headed  leather  belt 

This  belt  encircled  the  waist  of  one  of  a  couple  0 

Swahili  ruffians  who,  while  I  was  in  East  Africa 

attacked  two  native  policemen  near  the  Ravine  Fort 

They  killed  their  first  man,  but  the  other  shot  ther 

both,  a  large  bullet  hole  m  the  belt  telling  where  th 

retribution  found  one  of  the  murderers.    The  sword  i 

very  heavy,  broad  at  the  base,  and  tapering  to  th 

hilt.    One  of  the  officials  who  had  to  report  upon  th 

case  gave  it  to  me  as  a  memento.     I  hope  and  believ 

it   will   participate   in   no   more    murders.    On  th 

table  in  the  centre  of  the  hall  is  the  skull  of  ou 

first  hippopotamus  shot  by  Alwyne  and  myself  on 

lagoon  by  Victoria  Nyanza,  and  underneath  the  tabl 

the  best  buffalo  head  that  ever  fell  to  my  rifle. 

On  the  wall  above  the  salmon  and  pheasant 

are  trophies  from  various  parts  of  the  world,  an 

a  collection  of  weapons  from  Africa.    Some  of  th 
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stags'  heads  cany  me  back  to  delightful  days.    The 
first,  light  in  comparison  with  the  park  red  deer, 
is  a   beautifully  shaped    thirteen-pointer  that  fell 
to  me  when  I  was  stalking  at  Glenfeshie,  the  guest 
of  my  old  friend  Sir  Charies  Mordaunt.    His  forest 
marches    with    the    famous    forest    of    Mar,    and 
one  day  I  was  coming  along  the  march  on  very 
high  ground  when  eighty  or  a  hundred  stags  crossed 
with  the  wind  from  Mar  forest  into  a  big  corrie, 
called    by    the    seemingly     inappropriate    name    of 
Bond  Street.    They   went  very    slowly   s.o   that   I 
*Tis  able  to   examine  them  carefully  through   my 
glass.    From  among  them  I  picked  out  one  with  a 
white  top  to  one  horn,  and  made  up  my  mind  that 
no  other  would  content  me.     The  herd  passed  slowly 
up  the  corrie  below  me,  and  there  were  so  many  fine 
heads  among  them  that  it  needed  the  exercise  of 
considerable  patience  and  restraint  as  I  stood  with 
my  rifle   pointed,    to   wait   until   the   white-tipped 
stag  came,  actually  fourth  from  the  end,  and  about 
a  hundred  yards  away.    At  the  moment  when  I 
pulled  the  trigger  he  gave  a  bound  forward,  and 
so  certain  was  I  that  I  had  missed  that  I  at  once 
aimed  at  the  one  next  and  dropped  him  dead,  a 
sixteen -stone  stag.     In   i,       meantime   the   stalker 
had  kept  his  eye  on  the  whitt  tip,  and  turned  to  me, 
saying    "He's    hit."     True    enough    this    stag  was 
lagging   behind    the    rest.     I    had    shot   from    high 
above  him  and  he  was  hit  in  the  ankle.     A  strenuous 
pursuit  for  about  an  hour  brought  me  once  again 
to  a  hundred  yards'  range,  and  this  time  I  made 
no  mistake.     It  was  a  well-known  stag,  the  desire 
of  several  stalkers,  just  under  seventeen  stone,  with 
a  wonderful     thirteen  -  point     symmetrical     head. 
1  received  ample  congratulation  when   I   returned 
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with  the  spoil,  a  dance  was  held  in  honour  of  th 
stag's  downfall,  and  much  whisky  flowed. 

The  pendant  to  this  head  on  the  other  side  < 
the  wall  is  a  twelve-pointer  from  Glenfeshic,  an 
both  heads  were  stuffed  by  Quartermain  of  StratfoK 
on-Avon,  who,  in  my  opinion  and  that  of  mar 
experts,  is  the  finest  stuffer  of  animals  in  the  countr 
The  heads  of  African  deer  and  antelopes  are  n< 
of  special  note.  The  only  remarkable  ones  a 
those  of  two  impallah,  the  most  attractive  of  Ea 
African  antelopes,  so  quick  in  pace,  so  graceful 

action. 

I  have  two  sets  of  rhinoceros  horns,  one  of  tl 

foremost  horns  of  the  pair  slightly  chipped  at  tl 

top.    It  was  at  the  junction  of  the  Nyiro  and  Nan 

rivers  that  this  horn  came  my  way.    Four  of 

WTC  out  that  day,  and  we  had  gone  over  a  wi 

extent  of  country,  each  taking  a  gun-bearer  ai 

one  or  two  natives,  and  forging  ahead  a  few  mil 

apart.    I  came  first  upon  a  large  herd  of  oryx, 

beautiful  antelope,  always  very  wild  and  hard 

reach.    They  made  off,  and  I  followed,  not  withe 

hope  of  a  shot.    As  I  nwved  along  I  came  sudder 

upon  a  very  fine  bull  oryx  quite  apart  from  t 

others.    He  was  lying  under  a  tree  about  120  yai 

away,  and  I  think  he  must  have  sighted  mc  just 

I  sighted  him.    He  rose   and  bolted,   so  that 

broadside  shot  was  possible.    But  I  fired  once 

twice  and  finally  hit  him  in  front,  as  I  discovei 

afterwards,  a  short  distance  above  the  fetlock  joi 

Nevertheless  he  went  off  at  great  speed  and  \ 

joined  by  a  comrade  from  the  fast  disappear 

herd.     I  at  once  jumped  on  my  pony  and  gallo] 

hard  after  him  up  a  hill.    He  went  so  quickly  t 

I  found  it  necessary  to  spur  the  pony  to  keep  1 
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in  view,  but  as  soon  as  the  hill-top  was  reached 
and  the  descent  began,  ne  could  no  longer  keep  up 
the  pace  and  preferred  to  turn  and  face  me.  I 
jumped  off  the  pony,  fastened  the  bridle  to  a  bush, 
and  walked  up  to  give  the  coup  de  grdce,  never 
realising  how  savage  a  cornered  antelope  can  be. 
The  plucky  beast  charged  right  at  me,  and  I  dropped 
him  dead  in  his  tracks  with  one  fortunate  shot. 
His  head  with  its  magnificent  horns  is  by  the  side 
of  the  rhino's. 

No  other  chance  of  sport  appeared  to  be  coming 
my  way  that  day,  and  it  was  not  until  the  evening, 
when  I  was  making  my  way  to  camp  to  rejoin  my 
friends,  that  I  saw  a  rhino  feeding  on  the  open 
plain.  There  were  no  bushes  in  sight,  nothing  but 
a  great  ant-hill  that  covered  me  to  within  forty 
or  fifty  yards  of  the  quarry.  I  made  up  my  mind 
to  reach  that  ant-hill  if  possible,  and  get  in  a  certain 
shot.  It  was  a  long  stalk,  over  bad  ground,  but  I 
reached  my  objective  undiscovered  because  I  was 
moving  up  wind,  and  the  great  beast,  whose  scent 
is  as  keen  as  his  sight  is  uncertain,  suspected  no  evil. 
Arrived  at  the  ant-hill  I  sat  down,  got  my  legs 
forward,  and  took  what  should  have  been  a  very 
effective  elbow  shot.  My  rifle  was  one  of  Holland 
and  Holland's  new  *500  Express  kind,  with  a  very 
heavy  cordite  charge,  and  a  solid  bullet.  I  was  not 
accustomed  to  it,  and  the  pull  was  very  light.  So 
when,  after  taking  careful  aim  behind  the  shoulder 
I  pressed  the  trigger  carefully,  both  barrels  went 
off  at  once,  and  the  force  of  the  recoil  rolled  me 
backwards  down  the  ant-hill  which  was  five  or  six 
feet  high.  I  think  that  I  could  hardly  have  reached 
the  groimd  and  started  to  pull  myself  up  before 
that  rhino  had  gone  racing  and  snorting  past  me 
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•ome  twenty-flve  yards  on  my  right,  with  his  1 
high  up  m  the  air.  Without  being  a  moment  m 
than  I  could  help,  I  rammed  in  two  more  cartrid 
and  fired  agam.  He  went  on  as  though  untouch 
and,  suddenly  collapsing,  tumbled  over  stone  de 
six  hundred  yards  away.  On  examination  I  foi 
that  his  horn,  otherwise  a  long  one,  had  the  pc 
broken  off,  and  he  carried  two  bullets,  one  in 
neck  that  had  killed  him,  and  the  other  in  the  li 
quarters.  To  my  great  surprise  I  realised  that 
two  first  shots  that  were  accidentally  simultanc 
had  missed  him  altogether;  they  would  have  b 
close  together  else,  in  the  neighbourhood  of 
shoulder.  My  men  took  the  skin  and  horn,  i 
doubtless  the  jackals  and  hyenas  cleared  up  w 
was  left. 

The  other  rhinoceros  horn  on  the  oth(r  side 
the  oryx  head  in  the  hall  came  to  me  later,  with 
incident  worth  mentioning.  It  is  a  longer  an( 
thinner  one,  and  is  from  a  cow  rhino.  As  I  h 
pointed  out  in  the  chapter  on  my  East  Afri 
journey,  I  could  have  shot  others,  but  there  i 
Government  limit  to  the  number  that  may  be  kil 
and  the  restriction  serves  a  double  purpose. 
checks  (as  I  said)  the  indiscretion  of  the  indiscr 
and  goes  far  to  insure  the  killing  of  the  n 
mature  and  consequently  most  destructive  animt 

My  collection  holds  another  rhinoceros  he 
it  stands  on  a  cabinet  in  the  hall,  and  came  f 
India.  I  secured  it  when  I  went  out  after 
Proclamation  Durbar  on  a  sporting  cxpeditior 
the  vast  domains  of  the  Maharajah  of  Cooeh  Be 
I  remember  that  four  or  five  of  us  were  given  pi 
overlooking  a  considerable  morass  which  was  bei 
out  by   elephants.    I   had   been   warned  that 


The  Entrance  Hall  at  Easton      301 

track  my  rifle  was  to  command  was  greatly  favoured 
by  the  rhinos,  and  so  it  proved,  for  several  came 
my  way,  and  I  had  the  good  fortune  to  account 
for  four.  I  kept  only  one  trophy,  and  though  com- 
pared with  the  East  African  species  it  is  of  no  great 
significance,  it  has  a  special  value  for  me  as  a  record 
of  a  singularly  interesting  visit.  The  Indian  rhino- 
ceros is  smaller  than  the  East  African,  and  it  has 
a  thick  black  hide. 

The  two  sambur,  with  their  six-point  horns, 
fell  to  me  in  the  country  of  the  Maharajah  of  Ulwar. 
It  was  when  out  stalking  there  that  I  heard  the 
extraordmary  wailing  cry  of  one  of  the  Maharajah's 
servants,  a  lad  who  was  carrying  to  his  master  the 
sacred  water  of  the  Ganges,  a  soimd  that  I  have 
never  been  able  to  forget.  The  bala  sing,  a  ten- 
pointer,  not  unlike  our  Highland  red  deer,  became 
mine  in  the  woods  of  the  Terai,  in  the  country  of 
the  Maharajah  of  Cooch  Behar.  It  is  a  very  shy 
animal,  demanding  all  the  craft  of  the  stalker,  but 
the  head  is  good,  and  the  flavour  of  the  venison 
excellent. 

The  Thompson's  gazelle,  whose  head  is  mounted 
close  by,  is  an  albino  from  East  Africa.  I  was 
riding  back  to  camp  one  night  after  a  hard  day's 
sport,  when  the  strange  white  beast  came  in  sight, 
looking  for  all  the  world  like  a  ghost  m  the  gathering 
darkness.  To  make  sure  that  it  was  really  an  earthly 
visitant,  and  not  supernatural  in  any  way,  I  jumped 
off  my  pony  and  shot  it.  It  was  too  dark  by  then 
to  take  the  skin,  so  we  cut  down  bushes  and  covered 
the  body  as  best  we  could,  to  keep  it  from  the 
roving  beasts  of  the  night  that  scent  the  dead 
from  incredible  distances.  I  had  not  much  hope  of 
the  morrow,  but  my  luck  was  in  on  that  occasion. 
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and   the   next   morning  found  the   pile  of  busli 
undisturbed. 

On  the  left  of  the  albino  is  the  head  of  an  olai 
bull,  not  in  any  way  remarkable  as  these  splcnd 
heads  go,  but  of  interest  to  me  by  reason  of  t 
difficulty  I  had  in  securing  it.  The  bull  was  si 
rounded  by  cows,  and  my  object  was  to  get  in  a  sh 
that  should  bring  him  down  without  previously  d 
turbing  his  companions.  A  long  time  elapsed  btfc 
I  could  get  what  I  desired,  and  several  times  I  fear 
the  chance  would  not  come.  But  it  came  at  lai 
and  so  the  eland  bull's  head  is  among  the  trophii 
The  body  was  very  large,  and  had  the  head  bei 
in  like  proportion,  which  it  is  not,  it  would  ha 
been  a  remarkable  one.  Next  to  it,  and  also  fro 
East  Africa,  is  a  good  specimen  of  the  rather  eomrrw 
Jackson  antelope,  and  in  the  comer  the  head  ai 
neck  of  a  fine  giraffe  can  be  seen  in   a  promine 

position. 

I  remember  how  Colonel  Patterson  and  I  wc 
out  one  day  together  when  we  came  upon  four 
five  giraffes  browsing  on  the  tops  of  thorn  buslv 
They  did  not  wait  for  our  close  investigation,  b 
went  off,  and  we  followed  them  for  miles  and  mi 
under  a  hot  sun  and  over  rough  ground.  Th 
would  allow  us  to  get  nearly  within  shot  and  th 
would  be  off  again.  It  was  not  until  the  end  of  t 
day,  when  we  were  feeling  the  full  effeets  of  c 
pursuit,  that  we  came  up  to  them  where  they  w( 
feeding  deep  down  in  a  donga  and,  shooting 
the  same  time  and  picking  out  a  mark  for  ca 
barrel,  Patterson  and  I  dropped  four  out  of  t 
five.  Looking  back,  it  seems  a  little  cold-blood< 
but  we  had  had  a  long  chase ;  we  had  not  at  t 
time  shot   any  giraffe   on   this   journey   (doubtl 
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Colonel  Patterson,  who  knew  East  Africa  before  I 
did,  had  had  some  on  previous  expeditions),  and  I  don't 
nppose  wc  stopped  to  think  that  one  trophy  apiece 
of  such  harmless  and  beautiful  beasts  should  have 
RifBced  us.    I  never  had  the  desire  to  kill  another. 

On  the  outside  wall  facing  the  rhino  horns  and 
the  Reeves's  pheasants  are  two  fine  buffalo  heads. 
Ib  the  forehead  of  one  of  them  is  the  mark  where 
uqr  bullet  went  home  as  he  charged  down  upon 
me.  He  was  not  thirty  yards  away  when  the  end 
came,  and  it  was  with  distinct  satisfaction  that  I 
nw  him  go  headlong,  for  the  pace  was  great  and 
the  position  did  not  admit  of  mistakes.  Yet  these 
are  the  shots  one  likes  to  remember,  and  the  moments 
that  make  the  life  of  the  sportsman  what  it  is. 
Without  the  element  of  danger  the  best  of  sport 
tends  to  lose  its  savour. 

The  floor  of  the  hall  is  covered  with  skins.  I 
have  some  beautifully  marked  zebras  from  East 
Afifica,  and  though  there  are  three  or  four  leopards, 
I  can  only  claim  that  one  fell  to  my  rifle.  The 
most  notable  skin  on  the  floor  is  that  of  a  magnificent 
jwlar  bear.  I  bought  it  from  the  captain  of  an 
Arctic  whaler  in  the  north  of  Norway  (Hammer- 
ftit).  It  was  one  of  three  or  four  that  had  been 
nunmed  into  a  large  barrel  and  pickled  with  salt. 
If  I  look  upon  it  with  rather  mixed  feelings  of  ad- 
miration and  regret,  it  is  because  it  is  a  perpetual 
reminder  that  one  form  of  sport  that  always  held 
my  imagination  captive  has  been  denied  to  me. 
Whaling  and  polar-bear  shooting  would  have  pleased 
me  mightily;  they  would  have  given  a  finishing 
touch  to  my  sporting  experiences.  A  little  greedy, 
you  may  say,  but  after  all  it  is  a  greed  that  harms 
Mbody-^iot  even  myself. 
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I  have  no  tiger  skins  here,  but  there  arc  a  ft 

at   Warwick    Castle   to   remind    me   of  the  Indii 

jungle.    Unfortunately,  many  of  my  trophies  ha 

been  killed,  for  the  second  and  last  time,  by  mot 

and  I  know  it  will  not  be  permitted  to  me  to  i 

place  them.    The  great  head  of  the  hippopotam 

came    to    me    as    I    have    already    described 

Victoria   Nyanza,   in   the   country   that   the  dre 

sleeping  sickness  had  ravaged,  and  the  tarpon  in  t 

glass  case  can  recall  Florida  without  telling  of  t 

possibilities   of  the   wonderful   waters   of  the  hi 

for  it  is  only  a  hundred-pound  fish,  and  by  no  mis 

a  good  representative  of  my  catch,  so  far  as  s 

is  concerned. 

Cut  bono?   you  may  ask  now  the  talc  is  to) 

but  you  will  not  ask  if  you,  too,  have  been  a  travel 

or  a  sportsman.     It  is  something  to  have  enjoj 

the  cream  of  the  world's  sport,  and  happy  niemoi 

being  untaxable,  not  even  a  Chancellor  of  the  I 

chequer  can  make  them  too  expensive  to  keep.    I 

the  solace  of  old  age  to  talk  over  these  thinps,  sitt 

round  the  fire,  with  a  good  pipe  and  a  syi  path( 

sportsman   or   two   for   company.    My   friind  i 

neighbour  in  Essex,  Edward  North  Buxton,  is  si 

an  one.    I  remember  staying  with  him  one  ni 

when  ex-President  Roosevelt  was  his  guest.    W 

a  jolly  evening  we  had  in  the  smoking-room,  i 

how  many  of  the  yarns  were  well  worth  recordii 

My  memory  will  not  serve,  and  even  if  it  wo 

the  stories  are  not  my  property.     What  I  had 

tell  I  have  told,  but  I  may  perhaps  leave  tlie  1 

for  a  moment  and  recall  something  of  my  visit 

Mr.  Roosevelt  when  I  had  returned  to  London  fi 

East  Africa. 

Some  time  after  I  returned  from  that  trip  I 
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T  Imve  no  tigf^r  skins  here,  but  there  ;ir 
at   Wprvviek    Castle    to    remind    mc   nf   ♦' 
jungle.     Uufortii (lately,   iiiany  of  my  froi 
been  killed,  for  Hie'  second  and  last  Hi.. 
and  I  know  it  will  lu.t  be  pfrnntl^  ;   ' 
'place  them.     Ti;''  great   head  ol  t.h<.    'Kje; 
eame    to    ine    as     I     huv.-     ilreudy 
Vietona    Nyaiiy,a,    m    the    eountry    '"' 
.sleeping  sieicness  h.ad  ravaged,  and  t,' 
^lass  ease  ciin   f'-'euii   FluvidA   witt:  •       '    :. 
pt>.sKJI>iIities    oi    t!'.<.     ^vouderful    w;** 
for  it  is  only  «  husidr-  ((-i)oiind  (isii, 
a  good   rf  presfiitjiti^  0  oi'  my   cate- 
is  concerned. 

Ciii  fi'ini'i  ?    voii   may  ask   n<'W   ' 
but  you  wdl  not  ask  if  you.  too,  lu' 
or  ft  .spofi^^u  ,'Ui.     it  is  .soiiU'thini; 
the  <^r"'f*!f!of  1!h-  worLi's  sport.  »!*.' 
being  ri^tasfthK^  not  rvo  h  CI.'.-- 
eheipier  ^ran  make  lhen\  ioo  eAjKn.s^ 
the  sokce  of  old  nge  to  talk  ovt^?  'i  *. 
roinid  the  ru<:,  v,i!!i  a  good  pipe 
sportsnmn    «r    t\vo    f)i-    eojvtpHt.. 
neigh h(Hir  ir;  Ess-x,  Fdward  N' 
an   one.     1    n mernber    .iaying    a  • 
when  ex-President   lbK>'RveH    ^^  ■  • 
a  jolly  eveni-,^  \v<    hod   io   li- 
1k»w  many  of  Uii-  Vitras  vc.e  "•■,■ 
My   in-'niory   v\di   not   Sf  rv<,   .'•- 
the   ;>te«riv..'j   sire   Jiot  ':.iv   pro}.>  r; 
'  tell   I   have   toid,  hnt   I   t^uiV   p-  '' 
for  a  nK)n\!  ni  and  n'e.di  mnu 
Mr.  Hoos^-vclt  >vhen  I  h'-id  T'te 
Ea<st  iVfric.H. 

Some  time  til'ter  1  i\tunied 
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a  letter  from  a  friend  in  New  York,  General  Gordon, 
who  wrote  to  say  that  President  Roosevelt  was  going 
on  a  sporting  expedition  into  the  same   country. 
If  I  could  give  him  some  of  the  practical  hints  that 
are  bom   of  actual   knowledge   of  conditions   the 
President  would  be  glad,  and  if  it  should  be  possible 
for  me  to  come  across  he  would  be  delighted  to 
welcome  me  in  Washington.    I  happened  to  have 
the  necessary  leisure,  submarines  were  in  their  com- 
paratively harmless  mfancy,  and  within  a  fortnight 
of  the  day  when  his  letter  arrived  I  was  in  New  York 
reading  a  message  from  the  President's  secretary, 
saying  that  if  I  could  come  on  the  following  day 
to  White  House,  Mr.  Roosevelt  would  hke  me  to 
dine  with   him.    I   reached    White   House   in   the 
evening  of  the  next  day— a  fine  building,   with  a 
white   front    looking    glorious    in    the    sunset    that 
flooded  the  Potomac  River.     On  arrival  I  was  shown 
into  a  small  reception  room,  where  I  was  delighted 
I  to  meet  two  men  who  knew  a  lot  about  sport  and 
j  natural  history —  Major  Wadsworth,  of  the  United 
States  Army,  and  Mr.  Pinchot,  head  of  the  Forestry 
Department.      Shortly     afterwards     the     President 
I  arrived;   his  is  a  most  genial  presence  which  stirs 
,  everybody  and  everything ;  his  personahty  is  electric ; 
he  radiates  energy  as  a  furnace  throws  out  heat.     As 
he  led  the  way  to  the  dining-room  he  asked  me  to 
examme  his  equipment  after  dinner.    The  meal,  a 
very  short   and    rigidly    simple   one,    passed    most 
pleasantly.    The  President,   determined  to  put  me 
at  my  ease,  did  most  of  the  talking.    I  remember 
how  he  spoke  with  pride  of  the  American  Fleet 
It  had  just  toured  the  worid  and  returned  to  its 
bases  mtact.     "Not   a   lame   duck   among   them" 
was  the  President's  delighted  comment. 
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After  dinner  his  rifles  and  equipment  were  brougl 

down,  and  I  overhauled  everything  very  carefuHj 

the   selection  had  been  well    thought    out.     Th. 

the  new  Territorial  forces  on  our  side  came  und 

discussion,  and  Mr.  Roosevelt  anticipated  the  b( 

of  work  from  them.    He  also  told  me  of  his  on 

Roughriders.  and  gave   a   vivid  descnption  of  t 

battte  of  San  Juan  m  the  Cuban  War.    We  W( 

ffetting  on  famously  when  the  door  opened  and  t 

entrance  was  seen  full  of  that  ample  and  jolly  stat 

man,   Mr.    Taft.    Clearly   he   had   come   along 

business,  for  he  had  papers  in  his  hand,  so  I  r. 

and  said  good  night,  and  was  invited  by  the  Pre 

dent  to  dine  with  him  on  the  following  evening 

a  sporting  dinner  of  the  Boone  and  Crockett  Cli 

I  thanked  him,  and  when  the  evening  came  rou 

again  found  this  gathering  of  about  fifty  or  sixtj 

v?ry  interesting  one.    The  topic  of  special  mtei 

was  the  question  of  a  Government  grant  for  a  spc 

ing  exhibition  to  be  held  in  Vienna.    I*  ^f  f « 

ten  o'clock  when  Mr.  Roosevelt,  who  had  thrc 

himself  very  heartily  into  the  proceedmgs,  tur 

to  me  and  said,  "  I'd  like  you  to  come  on  >vith 

now  to  the  Gridiron  dinner.     It's  getting  late,  . 

I'm  one  of  the  guests  of  the  evening.      This 

hospitality  on  a  Gargantuan  scale,  and  it  is  on( 

my  unwritten  rules  not  to  dine  twice  in  one  day. 

needs  must  when  Mr.  Roosevelt  commands,  anc 

I  went  along  with  him  and  took  my  place  at 

table.    I  found  I  had  the  pleasure  of  being  i 

to  Mr.  Taft,  who  is  the  very  best  of  company.  IN 

less  to  say,   at  that  late  hour  dinner  was  ne 

over.    We   hadn't  been   in   the   dmingTomn 

than  a  few  minutes  when  suddenly  all  the  u 

went  out.    A  voice  cried  "  Darkest   Africa ! 
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old  gentleman  on  my  right,  to  say  nothing  of  others 
in  aU  parts  of  the  room,  started  creditable  imitations 
of  the  roaring  of  lions  and  howling  of  hyenas.  Then 
hghts  went  up  again,  and  in  front  of  the  President's 
table  a  tent  had  arisen,  apparently  from  nowhere, 
and  m  front  of  the  tent  a  black  sentry  carryinir 
a  spear  walked  up  and  down.  Inside  the  tent  could 
be  heard  the  furious  clicking  of  a  typewriter,  and 

he  voice  of  someone  in  authority  explained  that 
the  President  was  inside  pouring  out  the  narrative 
of  his   sporting   tour   for   an   American    magazine 
Then  the  typewriter  ceased,  somebody  within  the 
tent  yawned  very  audibly  indeed,  and  a  voice  cried. 

lye  had  enough  of  this-I  must  go  and  shoot 
a  hon.  Almost  immediately  there  was  a  loud 
explosion,  the  sentry  ran  off  and  returned  with  the 
skin  of  the  President's  latest  lion-^pparently  a 
domestic  cat.  All  the  time  he  was  being  so  merci- 
fcssly  chaffed  by  his  friends,  the  President  sat  at 
the  high  table  beaming  with  good  nature  and  eniov- 
ing  the  fun  as  much  as  anybody  present 

My  brief  visit  to  New  York  and  Washington 
pre  me  keen  interest  in  Mr.  Roosevelt's  sporting 
tnp,  which  was  a  great  success  from  every  point 

R  JTn  ^"'*'''^'  '*  ^*'  "^^""^  *°  be  when  the 
Bntish  Government  threw  open  to  him  the  hospi- 
tahty  of  the  whole  country  and  welcomed  him  heartily 
to  the  most  preserved  and  guarded  portions  of  it 

\dT^^  T^„^'f  ^"^  *  v^ry  vivid  impression 
of  the  President's  character,  and  judged  him  alert 
very  vigorous  in  act  and  word,  incapable  of  hesi- 
tancy, and  gifted  with  more  than  the  ordinary 
measure  of  physical  and  moral  courage,  a  fine  type  of 
Ae  man  that  "  arrives,"  in  a  young  and  prog^ssive 
countiy,  and  carries  his  ideals  along  with  him. 
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I  met  Mr.  Roosevelt  again  when  he  had  finished 

his  8t)ortin«  ioumey.  of  which,  by  the  way.  he  has 

^LZTU  admirable  account,   ^howir^j  that  h< 

SSnaled   a  proper    measure   of    restramt   with  h. 

Ssiasms     He  returned  to  America  via  London 

!n^   a  number  of  sportsmen   who   had  subscribe, 

?o  pr's't  to  with' a  double-barrel  Express  rifl 

by   Holland    and   Holland    were    invited    by    Lor 

I^nsdale.   himself   a   subscriber,   to   meet   the  e, 

Sdent   at   a   luncheon   party.    I   had   had  t 

Sure  of  subscribing,  and  was  one  of  some  se^Tnt 

or  dghty  gentlemen  who  were  present  at  the  gathe 

Tna Tw  Lonsdale's  town  house  m  Carlton  Houi 

T?r^ce^^d  luncheon  was  served  at  several  rour 

Sr  I  had  the  good  fortune  to  find  myself  , 

my  host's  table,  one  of  ten  or  a  dozen  ^^^ekdm 

7  course.   Mr.   Roosevelt,   and   I  had  the    urth 

nleasure  if  being  seated  between  that  greatest 

t^em   hunters.   F.   C.    Selous.   who   died   tor  1 

^^t^   in   East   Africa   only   a   few   months  a^ 

aTs^  WilUam  Garstin.  the  distinguished  c„gme 

To  Talso  a  noted  sportsman  and  is  credited  ., 

^vh^   shot   the    elephant   with   the   hea^.est  F 

nf  Vnfks  on  record.    It  was  a  very  pleasant  par 

Id  Mr   Rooivelt  told  us  many  of  his  advcntuj 

?^La  teles  all      "  I  wish.  Lord  Warwick,     ^^\ 

t"d 'Se^u  .  "you'd  ask  him  to  tell  the  stor,' 

his  encomiter  ^th  a  giraffe;    it  is  very   rema 

^ble'^    sT  I   turned   to   Mr.    Roosevelt   and  sa 

"Will  your  Excellency  tell  us  your  giraffe  sto 

I'm  told  you  have  had  an  uncommon  expencnc 

"Tf  you  call  me  *  Your  Excellency.'      rep  ud 

SuftSf -us  thfsJo^.  pleasV   I  said.    Thereu 
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the  ex-President  related  how  one  day,  while  he  was 
in  East  Africa  and  travelling  across  the  open  plains, 
he  saw  a  giraffe  and  determined  to  stalk  it.  He 
had  very  little  hope  of  success,  for  the  giraffe  is 
timorous,  shy,  very  quick  to  scent  danger,  and 
there  was  nothing  in  the  way  of  cover  to  help  the 
stalker,  but  the  spirit  moved  him  to  do  his  best. 
Slowly  but  surely  he  got  withm  shot,  and  then 
decided  to  see  how  far  he  could  go  without  dis- 
turbing the  animal.  The  distance  diminished  until 
at  last  he  was  close  enough  to  realise  that  the  giraffe 
was  fast  asleep.  Still  moving  cautiously  forward, 
he  came  close  enough  to  lay  a  hand  upon  it.  That 
sufficed.  The  giraffe  seemed  to  wake  and  gallop 
away  at  one  and  the  same  moment.  I  suppose 
this  experience  stands  by  itself,  even  Selous  could 
not  match  it,  and  his  African  experiences  are  prob- 
ably unrivalled  in  both  extent  and  variety.  What 
a  man  he  was  I  You  could  have  been  in  his  com- 
pany for  hours  without  a  hint  from  him  of  his  ex- 
periences and  achievements  ;  he  was  the  very  essence 
of  modesty  and  simplicity — a  great  gentleman  and 
sportsman  who  will  not  be  the  less  regretted  by 
those  who  knew  him  because  in  all  probability  he 
died  the  death  he  would  have  chosen  for  himself. 

Back  again  to  the  hall,  whence  I  had  travelled 
in  memory  to  Washington  and  New  York,  I  am 
reminded  that  I  must  no  longer  look  to  the  chase 
for  pleasure  and  relaxation.  There  may,  happily, 
be  some  more  partridges  skimming  the  tops  of  the 
hedgerows  with  the  breeze  behind  them ;  some 
rocketers  from  the  woods  that  will  have  escaped 
from  the  doom  of  indiscriminate  slaughter,  and  will 
come  to  grass  as  I  imagine  a  self-respecting  pheasant 
would  choose  to  do.    But,  in  the  full  sense,  sport 
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Ues  behind  me,  and  it  is  a  rare  satisfaction  to  fine 
that  the  garden  can  take  the  place  of  field  am 
woodside.  Throughout  all  my  Ufe  I  have  been  j 
lover  of  gardens,  and  slowly  but  surely  the  passioi 
has  grown,  until  to-day  I  can  find  in  their  marvel 
full  satisfaction  for  activities  laid  aside. 

A  man  need  not  be  in  his  sixty-fifth  year  t 

recaU  the  birth  of  the  garden  interest  in  this  countrj 

In   their   best   aspects   all   our   finest   gardens  ai 

modem.    When  I  was  a  young  man  the  owners  ( 

large  country  houses  seldom  saw  their  gardens  s 

their  best,  and  consequently  gardening  languishec 

When  the  spring  had  come  they  would  go  up  t 

London  for  ParUament  and  the  season;   when  i\ 

summer  was  at  the  full  and  Parliament  had  risei 

they  went  to  the  Continent,  to  Scotland,  to  the 

yachts,  only  to  return  to  their  country  homes  whe 

the  autumn  tints  had  begun  to  flame  and  fire  tl 

garden  ways.    It  was  the   advent   of  the   "wee 

end  "  that  brought  about  the  renaissance  of  garde 

ing    in  England.     The   owners   of  big   places  di 

covered  not  only  their  gardens,  but  the  landsca 

gardener  and    the  importer  of  rare  shrubs,  tre( 

and  rock -parden  plants  from  all  parts  of  the  earl 

even   as   far   as   China.    The   old   style   of  forn 

and  Italian  gardens  passed,   and   an  attempt  w 

made  to  encourage  the  growth  of  trees,  shrubs,  a 

flowers  in  relation  to  the  landscape.    The  app 

to  the  artist  in  me  was  very  quick  and  comple 

I  always  preferred  a  natural  or  even  a  wild  grov 

to  the  more  formal  and  "  bedding  out "  style. 

The  development  of  the  water  garden  a 
another  great  improvement  that  I  have  watcl 
from  its  birth.  Bamboos,  herbaceous  plants,  t 
shrubs,  particularly  those  of  recent  importation  tr 
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China,  have  transformed  sheets  of  water  that  were 
hardly  ornamental  before.  Not  only  m  England 
have  I  noted  the  change,  but  in  America,  where 
many  gardens  founded  on  old  Italian  models  have 
been  embellished  by  the  natural  taste,  I  had  almost 
laid  genius,  of  the  American  people.  Some  of  the 
gardens  on  the  other  side  of  the  Atlantic  may  be 
laid  to  excel  the  best  of  ours.  They  have  there,  of 
course,  every  variety  of  climate,  and  that  gives 
them  an  opportunity  they  have  taken  advantage  of 
to  the  full.  In  the  West  Indies,  too,  where  I  was 
a  few  winters  ago,  the  gardens  are  a  revelation. 
The  gorgeous  hibiscus  and  the  mahogany  tree,  with 
its  scarlet,  tulip-shaped  flowers,  are  unforgettable. 

Here  at  Easton  Mr.  Harold  Peto  laid  out  the 
most  of  our  gardens  some  years  ago,  and  has 
certainly  every  reason  to  be  satisfied  with  his 
accomplishment;  while  my  wife,  whose  feeling  for 
the  garden  has  always  been  truly  artistic,  has  done 
much  to  add  to  their  beauty ;  and  we  are  fortunate 
in  our  head  gardener.  Lister,  who  has  been  as  devoted 
to  the  gardens  as  to  ourselves  for  close  upon  forty 
years.  The  growth  of  garden,  tree  and  shrub  is 
slow  in  Essex.  They  take  a  long  time  to  decide 
to  do  their  best,  but  the  decision  taken,  they  go 
ahead  and  do  better  than  almost  anywhere  else  in 
England. 

I  have  always  been  a  lover  of  beautiful  gardens, 
and  have  lost  no  chance  of  visiting  them.  Perhaps 
<me  of  the  finest  in  Europe  is  at  Lady  Hanbury's 
place,  La  Mortola,  near  Bordighera,  but  although 
it  is  probably  unrivalled  as  a  botanical  spectacle, 
the  things  are  so  crowded  that  there  is  less  than 
enough  scope  for  the  purely  landscape  effect  which 
ii  in  my  opinion  the  surest  basis  for  pleasure  grounds 
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While    in  Cornwall  in  the  winter  of  191&-17  1 

greaUy  enjoyed  the  gardens  at  Carhaye.  belongm{ 

to  Mr.  C.  J.  WiUiam^  who  haa  dc  .le  w  much  ii 

hybridising  rhododendrons  and  importing  from  As., 

ftie  specimens  hitherto  unknown.    The  special  feotur 

of  the  gardens,  and  a  very  fortunate  one  in  tha 

terrible  winter  of  1916-17,  is  the  choice  of  sheltcre 

Bullies  for  bamboos,  rhododendrons,  and  rare  shrubi 

They  are  planted  in  deep  rich  leaf  mould,  often  i 

the  shadow  of  immemorial  trees,  and  wmter  pass, 

them  by.    Perhaps  the  most  interesting  garden  i 

Essex   is  that   of  Miss   Wilmot   at   Warley      Mi 

Wilmot  is  one  of  our  greatest  gardeners,  and  I  « 

recall  many  a  pleasant  chat  with  her.    I  remcmb 

once  she  was  making  a  garden  at  Bordighera.  ai 

was   particularly   anxious   to   possess   a   very   fii 

Draco  tree  growing  in  the  grounds  of  Sir  Fredei 

Johnson   at  Beaulieu.    I   managed   to  purchase 

for  her,  and  have  a  photograph  of  the  tree  as  it  w 

being  planted  on  one  of  her  terraces  by  the  coi 

bined  effort  of  some  twenty  men.    I  can  remem 

too  when  I  was  lunching  with  Miss  Wilmot  at  War] 

there  was  a  sudden  unexpected  rain  shower.    Wi 

a  brief  word  of  apology  she  vanished  from  the  ro< 

and  hastened  to  cover,  with  a  small  sheet  of  gls 

some    deUcate    little    rock    plants    she    was  rais 

for  the  first  time.     It  was  the  action  of  the  fc 

enthusiast. 

How  we  have  beautified  our  streams  in  j 
around  the  water  garden  with  the  beautiful  prim 
which  comes  from  Japan,  and  was  unknown  o 
a  few  years  ago ;  how  we  have  prospered  with 
many-coloured  water  UUes  introduced  to  us  origin 
by  a  Frenchman,  Monsieur  MarUac  I  Perhaps 
gardens  that  have  pleased   me   most  are  those 
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Tretco,  in  the  Scilly  Islands.  There  you  may  see 
the  mesembiyanthemums  imported  from  distant 
lands  ^>rawling  over  the  rocks  with  their  star-like 
flowers  of  every  delicate  tint,  leaving  a  sense  of 
beauty  beyond  parallel.  There,  too,  are  the  bottk- 
brush  trees,  the  draceenas,  the  sweet-scented  geraniums 
giving  an  overwhelming  sense  of  beauty,  warmth, 
and  sunshine.  I  have  learned  to  take  an  ever- 
increasing  interest  not  only  in  gardens,  but  in  the 
individual  growth  of  favourite  trees  and  flowers. 
It  becomes  a  pleasure  to  watch  their  progress,  to 
protect  them,  to  wonder  how  far  another  year  will 
r.  rry  them  along  the  road  to  perfection.  If  I  may 
judge  by  the  glimpses  I  catch  of  the  gardens  of  our 
tenants  and  labourers,  and  by  the  splendid  exhibition 
brought  together  every  year  at  our  annual  show 
of  flowers  and  fruit  in  the  grounds  of  Easton,  this 
comer  of  Essex  has  its  full  share  of  garden  lovers. 
It  is  impossible  to  regret  the  passing  of  activity 
when  so  much  remains  to  gladden  the  tranquil  life, 
and  I  pray  that  if  the  new  economic  conditions  are 
to  make  it  impossible  for  the  landowner  to  keep 
the  gardens  that  are  his  delight,  the  coming  of  change 
may  at  least  be  delayed  till  I  have  passed  beyond 
the  reach  of  it. 
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Gardening,  renaissance  of,  310 
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entertained  by  author,  102 
Gerard,  Lord,  89 
German  University,  the,  22 
Germany,  Freemasonry  in,  62 
Gllbey,  Sir  Walter,  33 
Gladstone,  W.  E.,  57,  68 

his  Midlothian  campaign,  251 
Glenfeshle,  sport  at.  221 
Godman,  Mr.,  an  anecdote  of,  81 
"  Gold  crusher,"  the.  151.  157,  165 

failure  of,  173,  177 
Gold,  cyanide  treatment  of,  151,  173 
Gold  mines,  Mexican,  164 
Golf,  30 
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Gordon,  General,  137,  305 
Gordon-Lennox,  Lady  Algernon,  40, 

60.  23? 
Gordon-Lentkjx,  Lord  Algernon,  228 
Granville,  Lady,  9 
Granville,  Lord,  68 
Great  War,  sighU  and  sounds  of,  249 
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Cridiat  Qub,  death  of,  233 
Gregory,    Sir   William,    Governor   of 
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Grenfell,  Willie,  137 
GrevlUc,  Hon.  Alwyne,  1,  S3, 84, 88, 237 
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Highland  stalkers  and  gilliet,  81 
Hind,  Dr.  and  Mrs..  191,  192.  IW 


i  t 


Index 


319 


Hlppopotunut  ihootlng,  188 

HIneh,  Baron.  295 
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Lothaire,  Colonel,  191 
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Motor-cars,  King  Edward  and,  249 

speed  limit  of,  54 
Mount  Kenla,  189,  195 
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Pdicani.  144 

Psrey,  Colonel,  113 

Perkins,  Mr.,  organist  at  Blenheim,  21 

Perowne,  Dr.,  Bishop  of  Worcester : 

a  cnrioos  text,  34 
Persia.  Shah  of,  107 
Peto,  Harold,  311 
Pheasant  shooting,  87,  92 
Phoenix  Park  murders,  the,  51 
Phthisis,  increase  of,  67 
Pig-sticking  at  Jeypore,  37 
Pigeon  shooting,  77,  234 
Pike,  a  large,  94 
Plnchot,  Mr.,  305 

Plunket,  David  (Lord  Rathmore),  57    ! 
Point  de  Galle.  39 
Popocatepetl,  174 
Portmamock  golf  coarse,  30 
Pretynian,  Mr.,  66 
Primula,  Japanese,  312 
Prinsep,  Val,  35 

Property  qualiUcation,  abolition  of,  206 
Prothero,  Mr.,  128 
Paebla,  a  gambling  hell  in,  159 
Pyrhon,  a  huge,  192 


Raby  Castle,  host  and  hostess  of,  240 

the  visitors'  book,  241 
Raglan,  Lord,  and  Crimean  War,  244 
Railways,  Mexican :  their  maker,  156 
Rathmore,  Lord,  57 
Raylelgh,    Lord,    resigns    Lord-Lieu- 
tenancy of  Essex,  205 
Rent,  a  suggested  sliding  scale  of,  129 
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large  number  of,  198 

tragic  story  of  a,  194 

want  of  fear  in  the,  190 
Richmond  and  Gordon,  Duke  cf,  102 

hospitality  of,  228 
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Rivers,  pollution  of,  208 
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Roosevelt,  Theodore,  304 
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Rosehery,  Lord,  and  the  Raby  Castle 
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Queen  Victoria  and,  40 
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and    the    accident    to    King 
Edward,  266 
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Royle,  Dr.,  27 
Rumania,  Queen  of,  90 
Rural  life,  some  aspects  of,  213  et  seq. 
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St.  Quentin,  Tommv,  37 
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Salisbury,  Lord,  34 
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offers  author  Lord-Lieutenancy  of 
Essex,  205 
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on  the  Spey,  229 

Sambur  shooting  at  Ulwar,  37,  301 

Sandringham,  the  shooting  at,  274 
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Sassoon,  Arthur,  281 
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fauna  of,  139 

Scandinavia,  fishing  days  in,  99 

Schlaeger  fighting  in  Germany,  22,  23 

Sciily  Islands,  the,  29 

Screcb,  Island  of.  111 

Sea  trout  hatchery,  a.  Ill 

Seely,  Colonel,  73 

Selous,  F.  C,  308,  309 
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Sharks,  111,  145,  146,  147 
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Singh,  Str  PcrUb,  37 
Skating  eunlval  at  Nlee,  90 
Sleeping  sIcluiMt,  187,  188.  200 
Small  HoMlngi  Act,  the.  tailora  of.  127 
Smith,  Vivian.  242 
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Stewart,  Hughle  Shaw,  22 
Stobart,  F..  242 
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Sutherland,  Duchess  of,  40 
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Tilbury,    a    disobliging    embarkation 

ofRcer,  73 
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visitors'  book,  241 

Victoria,  Queen,  44 
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